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Book #1. Blacked On The Ranch!

 

Times have changed a lot in the forty-nine years that I have been alive.

Although I was born towards the end of the civil rights struggle- at the very close of the turbulent sixties, when the president was a Republican who played both sides of the issue and the entire country was trying to figure out itself- I was born in north central Texas, in a little town that was between Denton and the Oklahoma border. 

Texas is the South and it is the West, it is the United States and the Confederacy, but above all else, Texas is Texas. The nature of our nation/ state has always been a matter of debate, among Texans, Texas exiles (those who were born here and move somewhere else), and Texas immigrants (Yankees mostly, as opposed to immigrants from other places). As crazy as it may sound to people whom have never been to the Lone Star State, us actual Texans are really the moderates in the whole argument over what Texas means- Texas exiles love to bash us, their own people, and in many cases, once a Yankee has lived here ten years he acts more Texan than those of us who had ancestors that fought in the Texas Revolution. Those who came down here because of a military transfer or a job opportunity end up discarding their small Japanese cars for pickup trucks, losing their nasally accents, and inevitably fight over whether the Aggies or the Longhorns are the team to follow/ worship (even if they attended Michigan or U Mass.)

Texas has always been trying to figure itself out- it wants in the United States, but it wants to do it’s own thing, and do things in a uniquely Texan way. Texas makes sweet tea and eats biscuits and gravy, we have plantation museums and the monuments that one can see in any town square from here to Virginia, but we also love our Mexican food and beef brisket. We are all of the above at the same time, an enigma- while Texas was a segregated state when I was born, it was still an old style career Democrat from Texas who effectively ended segregation in the entire country. Likewise, the last president of Texas (whose family were of Yankee New England stock), did very little to promote civil rights.

We are all a product of our environment and our heritage, two things that may seem to contradict each other yet are tied into each other the way that any Texan can never forget the Alamo (even if their own ancestors were Mexicans who fought on the other side, or people from Germany who moved to Texas to escape conscription).

I am a woman, I am a Texan, a rancher’s daughter and a rancher’s wife, and I have a secret.

I simply love Black cock- that’s right, I love it when a strong Black man slams his big dark rod into my wet pussy, and he shoots his thick pearly white seed inside of me or in my throat!

Some people might not think this is really a taboo thing anymore. With each passing generation, more and more people choose to marry or at least date and have children with people not of their own race- even among Texas Anglos, who still might frown at seeing a White woman like me with a Black guy, many of them have no issues about marrying an Asian or a Mexican woman. 

I am not a twenty year old, but a member of Generation X- the so called generation who grew up between the baby boomers and the computer kids who drink five dollar lattes and obsess over social justice and other such issues. 

Even as a member of Generation X, I am still a Texan, from a small town, and I was raised to believe in certain things.

Our family were never the rabid Klansmen that one sees in the piney woods of east Texas or other parts of the South. While my father still didn’t believe that marrying Black people was a good idea- and he was adamant that two men or two women cannot be married- we were far from racists. Our north Texas town had a few Black families, and when the local school was finally integrated in my fifth grade year, it was done with little fuss. Sure, some of the older people at the time were convinced that this was the beginning of the end, but really it was not. When we got our first Black teacher- an older lady who taught home economics in my senior year- the event passed with even less fanfare. Even my father greeted Ms. Phillips, and he said she was as good as any White teacher would be.

Racist, no, but certain things were expected of me growing up, and for the most part, I did exactly what my parents wanted me to do.

I started cheer leading when I was barely old enough to know what it was, and in high school, my mother was convinced that the only reason I didn’t become a baton twirler (yes, that is considered a very prestigious honor among Texas women), was because Geraldine Carson was sleeping with the principal (so her daughter got the honor). I had almost went to A and M, and the plan was that I was going to try out for the squad at College Station.

That was my mother’s plans, but my father- and Jimmy- got in the way of that.

Most men naturally dislike any boy whom shows an interest in their daughter, but from the first time I accepted a ride home in the rusty F100 of our best running back, my father decided that my real future lay with this man. Baton twirling was an honor, and being a cheerleader (even if for the Aggies, and not the Longhorns) was a greater one, but the greatest honor a Texas woman could hope for was to marry a good man who owned good land and came from a good family.

Jimmy was all of these things, and more- his family owned property that was virtually next to ours, property that brought them a steady income from their three wells- and he was not known to be a drunk, a druggie, or a troublemaker. While he wasn’t part of the “Silent Majority”, and Jimmy listened to ZZ Top instead of Hank Sr, he was far from being a hippie. My father despises long hair on men, and the first thing he said when I got out of the old sky blue Ford was, “Well, I see he cuts his hair.”

Jimmy’s family was not prominent enough to warrant statewide attention, but his mother was on good terms with my own mother, and his father was known as the rare example of a good mechanic that didn’t screw people over. All of these things were great of course, and I was happy that my father liked Jimmy, but I had my own reasons for dating him.

Jimmy in those days looked really good in the way that he filled out his uniform- his tight pants clinging to a long, slim frame, his ass showed off in the white and gold of our local Lions- and when he smiled, it melted my heart. He had one chipped tooth, right in front, but that only added to the sparkle in his green eyes. Perfect is great, but near perfect is better- his chipped tooth showed that while he was a good looking man, he was not quite a god.

Jimmy also was not pushy when it came to sex- on our second date, he seemed almost too shy, as he put his hand on my arm but he didn’t try and move down or up my body. I would have given in to him if he had wanted me to- a woman decides within five minutes, even if subconsciously, whether or not she is going to sleep with a man- and Jimmy could have easily nailed any of the girls in our high school that wanted nothing more but to get knocked up by an athlete. Instead, he waited nearly three months, and when it happened one afternoon- behind the old drive in screen on FM 18900, which was already shut down and on it’s way to demolition- he was as gentle as a man who was six three could be.

At that time, I did not have the current the fetish I have now. I loved how dark Jimmy was, burned reddish bronze from his work on his ranch under the Texas sun, but I was not chasing after Black guys. There were three Black guys in our class, and they were already taken by the five Black girls in our school- maybe our small school was integrated without the spitting and fighting of the larger cities, but they hung out in their own group as we did. This wasn’t a racist thing, this was just the way it was in the eighties.

Jimmy was my first, and my mother seemed to know right after it had happened. That meant of course that my father knew too. Instead of talking about it, or making idle threats against Jimmy, my dad told me to “marry that boy before he gets his scholarship and his ticket out of here.” 

Jimmy’s parents- who I miss now- must have said the same thing. We were married one week before our senior year ended, one day before the Sooners had offered Jimmy a place on their team. Jimmy had not told his father or my father which team he was going to be playing for- this would have been as egregious as the actions of the San Patricios, abandoning Texas for a rival power (even if that power was on the football field, and not in the field of battle).

Then- things changed.

As we were on our honeymoon in San Antonio, we got the call that Jimmy’s dad had suffered a massive heart attack. He was bedridden, and he was not expected to live through the year- Jimmy had to go home, and as his wife, I did not think twice about cutting short my own holiday and going back. Family is family, and family always comes first.

Jimmy’s dad not only lived through December, he made it another ten years. I don’t regret that at all- I wish he was still around- but Jimmy’s dreams of throwing pigskin evaporated like rain on the sands of the Llano Estacado. Jimmy’s dad was a part time mechanic, but he was a rancher, and no matter what happened, it was the duty of his only son to keep the ranch going. Football may be the only thing that came close to church in the level of it’s importance to the average Texan, with the exception of owning land. Instead of us moving up to Oklahoma, I moved less than a mile away, and I assumed the duties of a rancher’s wife.

Jimmy’s dad made his money off of fixing machinery, but Jimmy was not of the mechanical sort. What he was good at was working cattle, and he made the switch from beefers to Holsteins within three years of taking over. The switch was not something that either my father or his lingering father supported- Texas was beef, not milk- but Jimmy was proven right. Over the years we have been married, our enterprise has expanded to become one of the few dairies in our region of the state- and as one of the first, we have been successful in shipping our milk both down to Fort Worth, and up to Lawton. 

Economic success does not always bring happiness- this is an old cliche, and one that people whom are struggling seem not to understand- but it is true nonetheless. Although my husband is an expert in knowing exactly what a cow needs to produce the most poundage, or how much exactly a person requires to make a worthwhile employee, Jimmy has only grown more miserable over the years. Once it was clear that his dad was neither going to recover, nor was he going to die anytime soon, Jimmy knew that the only time he would see a football field again would be from the stands. When his dad passed on, he was nearly thirty, and his football dreams were just memories of a past that might have been.

Jimmy did not take it out on me, or the kids- he took it out on himself. He has always been a big man, from big stock, but every five years, his belly just seems to grow even larger. He won’t eat anything that is healthy, no matter what the doctors tell him or my mother tries to tell him, and he smokes like a freight train. He says that he doesn’t, but I find the empty red and white packs stashed behind the seats of his pickup or wherever he is working that day. He of course blames it on the Mexicans.

That is another Texas trait- blaming everything on Mexicans (and of course, in eastern Texas, on Blacks). When a cow gives birth to a dead calf, it is because the Mexicans knew better than to overfeed her. When a fence gets busted, the Mexicans are blamed for shoddy work. Likewise, Jimmy sits in the local gas station and jaw jacks with the rest of them about how a wall needs to be built, but when he needs to hire someone, the first place he looks is at the bus station in Denton or on the curb in front of Home Depot. 

I have heard this for years- maybe my father would not have liked me to marry a Black man, but his occasional off color jokes and complaints could not begin to compare to the constant stream of racism that seems to come from my husband’s mouth whenever he is in a bad mood. I know better than to try and fight with Jimmy over the subject- when I mentioned to him that a wall would mean that he would have to find workers with papers, Jimmy had ignored me for nearly a week.

Why do so many men take out their bitterness verbally?

I don’t know what the answer to that question is, as I am a woman, but I do know this- when a man becomes a constant aggravation, a woman will find something else to do with her time. If she can’t confront her husband for whatever reason,  then she will simply sneak around. Jimmy’s dad died of a heart attack, even if it took a full decade to kill him, so I was afraid to confront him- heart attacks are caused by stress, after all. 

 I do love my husband. I don’t want something bad to happen to him, even if I am tired of listening to his rants and his anger at all hours of the day and night.  

 

Men may think that women cheat for physical reasons- they may think it is because their wife has suddenly developed an infatuation with Black men, or rednecks, or college age men- but when a woman cheats, it always starts because she is not getting something that she needs at home. This can be physical affection- and by that, I don’t mean cock, but something as simple as a touch of a hand on the shoulder, or a kiss good morning. 

My husband has never hit me- that is one good thing I can say- but it is rare that he even says good morning anymore. While we sleep in the same bed, the first words I usually here from his lips are some gripe about taxes or immigrants, never a hello or a kiss.

I have been cheating on my husband now for five years, and while that is not something I am proud of, when it first happened, it was as random as can be.

I had woken up that morning as I always did- to the sounds of my husband yelling about something Obama was doing (I think that day it was his health care policies)- and all through breakfast, as I dished out eggs and bacon and toast, he didn’t let up one inch. Our youngest had just left home then, so I was the only one he had to vent to.

A person does need someone to express how they are feeling to- and a spouse is the most natural audience- but saying too much about anything, sometimes wears out the listener. I can listen to anyone about any subject for a certain length of time, but Jimmy’s one note song was as old and tired as the tires on our F4 tractor. After he finished his plate, he stormed out of the house, telling me that he was going to let Carlos know he better get his shit together.

After Jimmy had left, and I had gotten done washing the dishes, I stared around the emptiness of my home- without the sounds of children, it was empty indeed- and I decided that the best thing I could do for myself was to take a long bath.

Jimmy hates how I love my baths- just like he hates almost everything else that costs money, or he considered a waste- and despite the drought, I was determined that I was going to enjoy a little time in some calming warm water. Baths were my one escape back then.

Slipping back to my bedroom, I dropped my robe to the floor, and I walked across our bedroom naked. We lived alone now, so there was no reason to be modest. The rare times that someone visited us, it was usually one of our workers asking for an advance on their pay (which Jimmy almost always refused). He always said that if you paid a man ahead of time, even when he did get the work done, he would do it half ass.

Once the water was sufficiently warm, and the tub was full, I climbed into the soapy bath and set my cell phone on the bathroom counter top. Although baths are supposed to be about washing, my baths turned into naps- not really a safe habit, but the few times that I was in danger of going under, the soapy water always got into my nose and woke me up. That day was no different- I might have been in there about half an hour or so, when I fell asleep.

A loud crashing sound startled me awake- I was not used to being interrupted once Jimmy left for the day. Once he was gone, I wouldn’t usually see him until supper.

So what could have made that sound?

Jumping up from the tub, I grabbed a towel, and I wrapped it as best I could around my five foot ten frame. I am tall for a woman, and towels barely covered my midsection, but I was not worried- as I walked into the bedroom, footprints across the carpet, I grabbed one of our pistols from my nightstand.

Maybe you think I was being paranoid- but facts are what facts are, and Texas is a place with violent people. Though most of the violence occurs in the larger cities of our nation-state, too many cases had happened where some isolated ranch house had been attacked. Drug addicts usually, though sometimes they were rapists, have vehicles too, and Jimmy always told me the gruesome stories of women whom had been caught off guard. These attacks usually didn’t come in the middle of the night, when the husband was home, but during the day.

I’ll be damned if someone thinks they are going to rape me.

My dad had taught me how to shoot, and though my brothers would never admit it, I was the best one in the family with a gun. Though fortunately I had not had to use a firearm against another person, I did not hesitate as I chambered a round in the forty-five pistol I kept near my head as I slept. We, like most Texans, live near a prison- it was lower security facility, that housed mainly car thieves and druggies, but you never know who might have more than theft on their mind.

A second crash occurred- someone was definitely poking around in the front of our home. Like most homes in this area, our house was large- a massive three thousand square feet- but if they were looking for something to steal, it would only be a matter of time until they made their way down the hallway. Biting my lip, I opened the door to my room, and as silent as a prowling cat, I walked the thirty feet to where the hallway met the living room.

Instead of a burglar, or a rapist, I saw that my unexpected guest was none other than Cliff Wilson.

Cliff, the son of one of Jimmy’s team-mates, has always been basically a good kid. He did two years for a possession charge, I think it was marijuana, but that did not make him a bad person. He had just gotten back out of prison- what was he doing in my living room?

“Cliff?” I said, lowering the barrel of the gun.

“Oh, I didn’t mean to scare you,” Cliff said quickly, his wide eyes looking at the piece I held in my hand, “Sorry, I should have told you I was coming in.”

“Yes, you should have,” I said, noticing that he seemingly had no guile to him- he was smiling broadly, his teeth shining white against the darkness of his bald head, “So what are you doing here?”

Jimmy didn’t hate Cliff- he was the son of a guy whom had ran defense for him in high school- but he still didn’t trust him. While Cliff had never hurt anyone, he had been to prison, so maybe some of the other convicts had rubbed off on him- you never know with people.

“Ok, I’ll be honest with you, Linda,” Cliff said, “Before I got locked up, I hid some cash behind your entertainment center.”

“Cash?” I asked.

“Yes, a ziploc bag with five thousand dollars in it,” Cliff explained, “Look, I knew that it was a matter of time until they got me, either TDC or the Feds. And I knew that they would be watching my folks place. Plus you know how my momma is, she is too damn honest for her own good.”

“So you put the money here?” I said, surprised.

It wasn’t worth it to steal our television- a fifteen year old model that was an off brand, not even a flat-screen- and our radio dated from the time that Jimmy was in middle school. I looked at the entertainment center- it was one of those huge five hundred pound solid oak models, built back when televisions weighed thirty pounds. Cliff had managed to move it over a full foot and a half by himself, though a bunch of our videotapes had fallen out all over the ground.

I was impressed- Cliff was not a weakling, but he did not have the bulk of my husband- and he had managed to move it at all was a feat I would not have thought possible.

The question wasn’t about what he was doing, but why had he put it here?

“You really put money in our house?” I asked, somewhat annoyed- he had already been convicted, sentenced, and done his time, but drug money was still drug money.

 If someone else knew about that money, than I may have someone far worse to deal with than Cliff.

“Yep,” Cliff said, a bead of sweat rolling down from his bald head, “Like I said, Linda, anywhere else they would find it. They weren’t going to search your house- you are White, and you got money.”

This was true. Some people say that the justice system is racist, and it probably is, but the greatest test of jurisprudence was not the color of a person’s skin- no, it was how much money they had.

 Rich people get probation, and poor people- Black or White- go to prison. The people on death row- a constant reminder, as Texas executes so many- looked like a Benetton ad, all the colors of the rainbow. Of course, almost all of them had court appointed attorneys, whether they were from the fifth ward of Houston or some trailer park in Vidor.

“I understand that,” I said, placing the gun down on an end table, “Who else knows about this money?”

“Nobody,” Cliff said, “Just you and me.”

Cliff’s hand was reaching behind the wall- finding what he was looking for, he withdrew a plastic bag, that was stuffed chock full of cash.

I hadn’t thought he was lying- no, he had been telling the truth.

As he smiled at me, holding the money in his large hand, I could not help but notice how much he had grown up.

Even in his arrest pictures, the one time high school player had looked less like a criminal and more like a child that had been caught with his hands in the cookie jar. Sad eyes, a frown, and a face that showed remorse. The district attorney- an old war horse that had been around so long he had voted for Wallace- convinced this kid that signing up for two years in jail was his best bet. If he took it to trial, then he would get twenty, so Cliff had signed away his future at eighteen.

Now, though, this was no eighteen year old who stood in my living room.

Sweating from the already ninety degree heat, or from his exertion, either way the white wife beater he wore clung to his dark chocolate body like a candy wrapper. My eyes took in the cut of his arms- he hadn’t blown up like a monster, but prison time had definitely turned him from a youth into a man who was all meat and no fat.

Glancing lower, to his blue and white basketball shorts, I could not help but see the outline of the meat in his pants- from across the room, guessing size would have been difficult, but I could say that he was definitely not lacking in the downstairs department, either.

A nice, hard, young cock- probably a cock that had not been in a pussy in over two years!

Involuntarily, I licked my lips at the thought- my own man hadn’t touched me at all in three months, and every interlude between sex only grew longer and longer. Jimmy refused to even talk about it, but he had erectile dysfunction. I blamed it on his smoking and his veggie free diet, as well as the fact that he was carrying an extra forty on his midsection.

Whatever the reason, he didn’t have what I needed anymore- and Cliff does. 

“You are some real stand up people,” Cliff said, his eyes looking at me- did he know what I was thinking?

“Thanks,” I said, unsure of what to say next.

Sometimes, like any breathing human adult, I did notice other men- but this was always in passing. Maybe at the grocery store, where they were with their wives or their girlfriends, or maybe when we went to the state fair twice a year to show off our quality milk. Now, though, I was alone- in my bathrobe- with a fine piece of chocolate candy, and I could not take my eyes off of him.

I am standing here, in a towel and nothing more, staring at a Black man half my age!

Jimmy was the only man I had ever been with, and suddenly, I wondered what it would be like to try another man.

A lot of women I knew did cheat on their husbands- this was to be expected, as most of my friends were also either married for twenty five years or more, or they had been caught and were on husband two or three by now. Rarely, though, did they cheat with Black guys- while some Black people were starting to move into our county, the majority of people around here were still White (with a fair leavening of Mexicans in the flour).

I wasn’t seeing him as the young man I had known, or as a criminal, or as anything but a good looking, sweaty, muscular man, with a large bulge in his shorts- a bulge that I suddenly wanted to experience for myself!

I dropped my towel, exposing my mature, White body to his dark brown eyes.

At five foot ten, I had always been a taller woman. Though I am not the bone thin cheerleader I once was, I like to think that the weight I gained from giving birth to three children and years of living had went into the right places- padding on my ass, growth in my breasts (which had went from a 36B to a full 36C when I had my first pregnancy)- even if my stomach was not as flat as it once was.

Cliff’s eyes looked me over- he knew that I didn’t want money, and I didn’t want him to leave- no, I wanted his Black cock!

Putting the cash down on the center, Cliff dropped his shorts, exposing his chocolate shaft to me- it was much larger than the cock of my husband, a full two inches longer and much thicker- and as soon as I saw it, I wanted it in my mouth.

I knelt before him, my hands grabbing hold of his weighty meat- he was hard as an iron railroad spike, and ready- and when I took him in my mouth, I struggled to get past the swollen head. He tasted like my husband tastes- salty rubberiness- but this was not my husband that I was sucking!

Things in life sometimes just happen.

If you had told me that I would have ever cheated on Jimmy, before I had done so, I would have called you a liar.

If you would have told me that the man I chose to cheat with was a Black man, who was half my age, I would have thrown you out of my house!

Yet on that morning, I discovered both the fact that Cliff had something I needed- and that trying to turn my husband back into the man he once had been was far more challenging than simply getting what I needed from my new Black lover. We ended up fucking in the living room- Cliff had not been with a woman in years, and while he managed to stretch the pink lips of my shaved pussy, it was not long until he filled me with his cum. 

Over the last five years, Cliff has been the only man that I have been cheating with- this doesn’t make it any less wrong, at least from a moral standpoint- but I can say that of the men I could have picked to share my body, he was the best choice. He, too, ended up getting married- to a Black girl- and he secured a job as a delivery man for a local equipment company. While we did not have sex all of the time, whenever he had the chance to squeeze an extra hour into his daily rounds- and my husband was off somewhere else- Cliff still managed to drop by and give me what we both needed.

A woman needs to be loved, and while Jimmy still loves me, he does not give me the physical love that I need. Yes, I had never imagined that I would passion in such a way, but it is what it is.

 

“Well, looks like the damn Democrats are trying to keep the tap open,” Jimmy said, spitting through his teeth as he talked.

“The tap?” I asked.

“Yes, the tap,” Jimmy said, as he gulped what was left of his coffee- he liked his coffee black and bitter.

“Do you mean the border?” I asked- it was already a hot day, and the last thing I wanted was to get my husband into one of his rants this morning.

“What else could I mean, Linda?” Jimmy asked, waving his hand dismissively.

I hate it when you do that, Jimmy.

“Ok,” I said, “So what are your plans for the day?”

“I have to run down to Dallas,” Jimmy asked, “Bobby, you want to come with?”

Bobby- our former ranch-hand- had arrived back on our doorstep three days ago.

Part of me was glad that he was here- while he was like my husband in so many ways, Bobby provided something of a buffer between Jimmy’s abrasiveness and my own natural submissiveness. Bobby is tall- six foot three- but he was more on the rangy side.

Five years as a Marine will change anyone, and Bobby had come home to a wife whom been sleeping around on him. Instead of losing his temper- which could have been really bad for her- he had simply packed up his few belongings and made the drive here from South Carolina. When he showed up the other night at nine, I was happy to see him, but I was also worried about him being here. He said little about what had occurred between him and Danica, other than the fact the marriage (which had been childless) was now over.

Bobby would be expected to help with the daily business of running the ranch, and while he was not as skilled as my husband in all things Holstein, Bobby was much better when it came to dealing with our workers. Bobby spoke Spanish, and not in the way that most Texans think they do- he had learned it growing up, as naturally as he had learned how throw a football, and when he talked to our Mexicans, he sounded like a field worker. 

“Not really,” Bobby said, “I was thinking about going into town, see about Jennifer Mortenson.”

“Henry’s daughter?” Jimmy asked, “Why would you want to see about her?”

“No, his granddaughter,” Bobby said, “I heard she is back in town, and maybe she is single.”

For a man who just went through a divorce, or was going through one, he acted like it was a simple matter of just finding the next woman to replace his current wife.

Bobby is a good looking man- twenty five years old, in addition to being tall, he has green eyes and short reddish blond hair, muscular arms and a winning smile. Bobby could easily bed any woman in this town who was single, and was between eighteen and fifty, if he so chose- I smiled at the fact that he had turned into such an attractive man.

Nothing wrong with noticing any good looking man.

“You really want to get wrapped up into something with her again?” I asked.

Jennifer had been the first, and the fifth, and the seventh, girlfriend Bobby had in high school. They had dated three times, and every time it had ended because one or the other of them had decided to play the field with someone else. I know that Bobby had never really gotten past her, but Jennifer from what I knew had no trouble- she had been married twice, divorced twice, and had three kids (I think). 

“Why not?” Bobby said, “You know I’ve always had it for her bad. Besides, maybe she has grown up some.”

People do change over time- when Bobby had left, I had not been cheating on my husband, and now I was involved in a longterm sexual affair with Cliff.

Thinking about Cliff- it had been nearly two weeks since I had seen him- my body tingled. He was the only source of sexual relief I had, and while I was sharing his Black cock with his wife (even if she did not know it), I was more than overdue for a dose of dick. 

“That’s the right spirit,” Jimmy said, “Get right back on the horse, Bobby.”

“There is nothing wrong with riding a familiar horse,” I added, “But, if you know that you are on a trick pony, then you can’t be surprised when you get tossed in the dirt!”

Bobby smiled at the farmy witticisms- he had been away from Texas way too long.

“Fine, well, I got things to do,” Bobby said, rising from the table, “I’ll see y’all later on, then.”

As he left the table, my husband got up as well.

“I’ll be down in Dallas maybe five, six hours,” Jimmy said, “If I’m home late, keep supper ready.”

“Yes,” I said, though I had other plans for my day.

As soon as both Bobby and my husband had left, their trucks gone from the house, I decided to text Cliff:

So what are you doing?

I really wanted some dick today- Jimmy was going to be gone until at least seven or eight o-clock, and I was certain that Bobby would not be coming home anytime soon. He may not be successful in finding Jennifer, but it was obvious that he was looking for the same thing I was right now: sexual satisfaction.

As I placed the last of the breakfast dishes in the sink, I sighed- Cliff has become more and more busy lately, and there was the possibility that I was going to have to find someone new to replace him as my source of release.

This would not be an easy task- I don’t want to just fuck anyone, and there are few Black men whom live in our area. There was always the Internet, of course, but if someone showed up at our house that our workers did not know, I would have to explain it to my husband. Cliff was a deliveryman, so he had a legitimate reason to be here- even if they did not know what exactly he was delivering when he came over!

After the last of the dishes were put up, I made my way back to my room, and I started drawing a bath for myself.

If I wasn’t going to be able to get what I really wanted, then maybe a little self pleasure would at least take the edge off!

Starting the water, letting the steam rise from the old tub as it got hot, I dropped my blue and white cotton dress onto the floor.

Lately, I had taken to not wearing panties or a bra- my girls and my butt are still firm, even if Jimmy did not notice- and it was a lot more comfortable to walk around with just one thin layer of fabric separating my body from the air. 

And what would I do if Jimmy did notice- would I stop fucking Cliff?

All affairs do eventually come to an end.

The reasons why affairs end are usually because the people involved in them get caught, but not always. Affairs start off as people giving each other something they are missing, but even people that don’t screw up and give themselves away eventually end it. Cliff did love his wife- she was a pretty light skinned girl, Talisa I think her name is- and lately, he had talked about her more than he used to. True, cheaters do sometimes discuss their spouses with the person they are cheating with- but this was not part of our exchange.

I am still holding up well.

Looking in the bathroom mirror, I tossed my hair to the side, the honey colored locks that now needed a little help from Clairol to retain their natural shine- yes, in another year, I would be the big “five-0”, though when I ran across the other girls I had went to high school with, I can honestly say that I did not see myself as them. They were mothers and grandmothers like I were, true, with the same length of life experience, yet I felt like I was still holding off the years.

My hands grabbed the weight of my breasts, pinching my nipples between my thumbs and forefingers- a little bit of a sag was to be felt, but all in all, my girls were in good shape. I had been blessed in this regard. Most women who have any weight to their chest are dealing with sagging problems, such as they are, and as I stared at myself, I knew that eventually, I would be too.

Right now, though, I was still holding up- maybe I had another five years, maybe ten on the outside.

Yes, maybe it is time to experience another man- while I still can.

Sex of course can be great at any age, as long as the people involved enjoy what they are doing. I could of course always find some man to have physical interaction with, but how long would I be able to pull the younger men- and the Black men- I found so attractive?

The whole reason I had fucked Cliff the first time wasn’t just because he was Black- that had made it more interesting (and more dangerous!) of course, but now that I did have a Black lover, when I laid in bed at night or played with myself in the tub, it was usually a dark face that I saw in the depths of my own fantasies. A dark face, with a winning smile, and a very large chocolate cock to match. 

Ha- what would people think if they knew I was a Black cock slut!

I could only imagine how my husband would act. He would be destroyed, as if his very essence for being was ruined, and all his little racist views would be confirmed in his own mind.

I suddenly wanted to find out what a third man would be like- what would it be like to try someone else that was new?

Would his cock be as large as Cliffs, or maybe even bigger?

Would he know how to treat my mature White pussy? 

If cheating was all about getting the pleasure I was missing in my marriage, then how was fucking another lover any different than what I had been doing?

My fingers roamed lower, down the softness of my stomach, and found the warm spot between my thighs- the very thought of trying someone new was turning me on. I slipped the end of my ring finger in between the folds of my pussy, as I allowed my thoughts to wander even further.

What would it be like to fuck two men- or even three- at the same time?

Closing my eyes, I bit my lip and slid two fingers inside of me, as I imagined myself being ravaged by three young, strong Black men, their hands roaming all over my body as their cocks entered me.

A cock in my mouth, one in my pussy, and maybe one in my ass!

I had never been fucked in my ass- Cliff had wanted to for a long time, but I had resisted letting him shove that pleasure stick up my back door. He filled my pussy to the brim, and I could only imagine what he would do to my anus.

Yet, if I was going to be ravished by three Black men, then any protests I had would fall on deaf ears- I couldn’t complain if I had a big Black dick in my mouth!

Yes, fuck me, boys- shove those cocks into me, into every part of me, and fill me with your cum!

Thats when I got off, suddenly, a pleasurable orgasm that erupted as my pussy clenched round my fingers. My phone vibrated at the same time, nearly falling from the bathroom counter.

It was a text from Cliff:

I’ve got three pieces to deliver today. I’ll be driving by your place about noon, but I can’t stop in. I got a helper with me today.

Cliff has a helper- well, I could use an extra set of hands, too!

How old is your helper?

I never asked questions about Cliff’s personal life- even if he volunteered answers, our relationship still had natural boundaries.

Nineteen- they just hired him. Why?

There was two things I could do- I could leave it at that, and not get what I needed today, or I could go all the way out there- and let Cliff know what I was thinking!

If you trust him, and he is up to it, then bring him with you. I really want some dick.

For a long five minutes after I texted this, I wondered if Cliff was going to be up to this.

Men aren’t always willing to share, even if it a woman like me whom is just a piece of ass that they are used to getting- Cliff isn’t some gangster, he is a small town man, and as I didn’t get a text back, I started to wonder if maybe I had put myself too far out there.

Yeah, he’s a good guy. Lol. If that is what you want, then we can be there in thirty minutes.

The text finally came in, and I was faced with the choice:

Now it is all up to me- am I ready to take this to the next level, that of pure lust with no regard for decency?

Ok. I’ll be in the old barn. Waiting. 

 

The old barn wasn’t a place that my husband used for much of anything anymore.

A standard wooden structure, painted in a shade of red that had faded over the years, it had been built originally sometime after the Second World War. Consisting of six stalls that had once held horses, now we used it mostly to store the various odds and ends that naturally accumulate from any agricultural enterprise. My husband rarely entered the barn, so in addition to being a catch all for various parts and other junk, I used it for my own ends. 

Having a long term affair with the same man has it’s risks, but Cliff does deliver equipment and parts for a living- and we do store parts in this old barn. Someone just casually passing by, or even one of our workers, would find little to suspect if they saw his white van parked in front of this old structure. The less suspicion that was created by his presence, the less of a chance that a busy body would interfere- and ruin our little secret arrangement.

Inside of one of the stalls, I had placed an old couch. This couch, like this barn, was hopelessly out of date- the tan fabric was stained from over two decades of use, with marks from childhood spills of juice and adult spills of beer. When my kids were in high school, they had wanted this relic moved out here- so they could have a place of their own to hang out. 

Jimmy didn’t really care- his concern was the cattle, not the decoration of our home.

I waited impatiently, and with apprehension, for Cliff and his unknown associate to arrive- dressed in a jean western shirt that barely covered my breasts, and a matching jean skirt that settled above my legs, I looked like any ranch wife could be expected to look, complete with a white cowboy hat and boots. That is, unless someone could see underneath my thin layer of clothing- I wore no underwear, and no bra, and I was more than ready for their arrival.

Sometimes it is hard to make my mind up, but once it is made, there is no going back.

I am so ready to do this- to fuck not just one Black cock, but two!

As I sat on the couch, my hands reached inside the blue denim of my undersized shirt, and I lazily clutched the flesh of my tit. Rolling the nipple between my fingers, a slight sensation of pleasure emanating from my own touch, I wondered what was taking so long.

Damn Texas drivers- they need to get out of his way!

The sound of his van was unmistakable- though it had been built in the last few years, and Cliff kept it well maintained (what kind of a parts shop would let their own vehicles go to sod?), my body was used to the sound of his engine. As he pulled into the driveway, I licked my lips with anticipation.

I’m as bad as a dog waiting on the can opener.

I can’t help it if the thought of good dick turns me into a bitch in heat!

Cliff’s familiar face soon appeared in the side door of the barn- looking around, he smiled, as he saw me waiting.

“Linda,” he said- he was dressed in his uniform shirt, black and gold with the logo of his employer emblazoned across the front of the knit fabric, way too much clothing for this hot day- or what we were about to do!

“Cliff,” I said, smiling back- no matter how many times I looked on him, naked or otherwise, I can’t help but notice exactly how good looking a man he is.

Bald, his head shiny with sweat, he stands a well built five ten- the same height as me- but his entire bulk is made up of muscle. Looking at him with his clothes on, from the way his shirt clung to his chest and arms, to the way that he filled out his matching shorts, it was easy to see that underneath was a fine piece of chocolate candy. My eyes looked down wards at the bulge inside of those shorts he wore- why is it that Black men always seem like they are half hard?

Why is it that I always notice their cocks first?

“You sure?” he asked, one last time- always the gentleman, he wanted to make sure I had meant what I said.

If you are a man, and you want to have an affair with a married woman, you need to be like Cliff and remember that it is on her terms!

“Yes,” I said, spreading my legs wide in the center of the couch- my shaved pussy was partially exposed, showing him that I meant it- and I did not want to wait any longer.

“Ok,” Cliff said, and turning to face the outside of the dusty barn, he said, “Yeah, she is ready, T Bone.”

As Cliff walked into the barn, stepping over what was left of an old horse collar, he was followed by his co-worker.

The stranger was shorter than Cliff- a little shorter than me, maybe five eight- and he was a lot lighter in complexion. He was somewhere between the color of coffee with two and three creamers in it, maybe with a little extra sugar added. Wiry, he might have weighed one fifty if that, and his hair was cut almost as short as Cliff’s was. He wore the same uniform as Cliff, though the two men looked far different.

I like Black men, but this new man was not the usual type I go for- being tall for a woman, I’m not really into men that are shorter than me. Cliff actually was shorter than a man I would date normally (assuming I was ever in the position to date again), and this guy was definitely not the height I looked for in a man. 

I had told him to bring his friend- and he is Black at least.

T-Bone did not say a word, he simply dropped his shorts, showing off why he had that nickname.

His cock stuck forward like a huge meaty Black bone- he was at least nine inches long, probably closer to ten- and while he was not thick, with a tool that length he was going to be able to plow the depths of my pussy with ease. As my eyes took in the sight of only the third cock I had seen, I licked my lips again, and I opened my shirt, showing these two younger men my breasts.

Cliff approached me from the right, his friend from the left- Cliff knelt before me, and his lips took my breast into his mouth, as T-Bone literally slapped that long meat pole against the side of my White face. He was not the gentleman his friend was- he may be working with Cliff, but he carried himself like he was straight out of Oak Cliff!

“Yeah,” T-Bone grunted,  as he made contact against my skin, “Suck this Black dick!”

I opened my lips, and I took him into the warm wetness of my mouth- I love to suck Black cock, and although he was longer than I was used to, years of training at the hands of Cliff had taught me how to handle a dick his size. His rubbery hard length slid over the softness of my lips, as my tongue wrapped around this new shaft. I closed my eyes, applying pressure to his prick, as I felt Cliff’s mouth sucking my breast.

A dick in the mouth, and a man on my chest- I am such a hoar!

T-Bone began to grunt too- his hands grabbed my sandy colored hair, pushing his cock into my mouth as he pulled me down on it. There was no time for second thoughts- I was firmly under the control of these two Black men!

I sucked him for a good five minutes. With each movement, I nearly let his dick fall from my mouth, only to grind myself back down on it like a chocolate lollipop. I played around the head of him, as I felt Cliff’s hands roaming lower, to growing warmth of the spot between my legs. When one of his thick fingers entered me, prodding inside of my familiar pussy, I nearly chocked on the cock in my mouth- this was too much!

“You should fuck her,” T-Bone said, “Fuck her as she sucks my dick!”

Cliff usually ate my pussy- maybe Black men aren’t known for their use of their tongue on a woman, but Cliff usually showed me the decency to return the favor that I always blessed him with.

Now, though, it was not just me and him- he was on display, much as I was, and he was not interested in being the fair lover that he usually is!

“Yeah,” I heard Cliff say, “Suck that dick, Linda, suck it bitch!”

He never called me a bitch- and when any man normally called me a bitch, I would quickly put him in his place- but I felt turned on by his sudden crude words!

I AM a bitch, I am a bitch who needs to be fucked like one!

I felt it as Cliff’s familiar eight inch thickness entered me in one hard and fast motion- my pussy opened to take him, it’s favorite visitor, and quickly closed around his shaft, as his hands grabbed hold of my hips. He began to fuck me hard, and he began to fuck me fast. He slammed into me, going full force, as I almost choked on the combination of motion from both ends- T Bone’s dick fell out of my mouth, as I moaned in pleasure.

“Fuck that pussy,” T Bone said, “Show this White bitch what us niggers are about!”

Cliff now had me fully to himself for the moment, and he was determined to show his assistant who was in charge- he slammed into me as hard as he could, my hands clutching the taught muscles of his dark skinned ass, as I buried my face into his smooth chest. 

Yes, show me Cliff!

Cliff usually can fuck me for a good twenty minutes, but he was nearly as overexcited as I was in this sweltering barn- on the end of a very deep and manly thrust, I felt him explode inside of me. I was on the cusp of orgasm- a good solid orgasm- and the rush of his fertile fluid deep inside of my mature body brought me over the edge, my hips bucking upwards as I released in my own pleasurable eruption!

Cliff pulled out of me, a thick gob of cum still on the head of his cock, and I felt my breath finally catching up with me- sometimes a hard intense fuck can almost make me pass out, and my sweat soaked body needed a moment to recover from the pounding it had just taken!

T-Bone, though, he didn’t care what I needed- no, he wanted some of my White pussy, and even though his friend’s sperm was swimming inside of me, he shoved Cliff aside, as he pushed his long dong inside of me.

If Cliff stretched me wide, than T-Bone managed to hit the back of my pussy- on his second thrust, I felt like I was being devirginized all over again, as he manfully dug himself deep within my womb. Reflexively, I wrapped my arms around his light skinned frame, but his hands grabbed hold of me almost painfully, and he pushed my arms back.

“No bitch, you ain’t going to tell T-Bone nothin,” he grunted, a look of lust or hatred or both in the whiteness of his eyes, “You want to get fucked by niggers?”

“Yes,” I said, looking directly into his unforgiving face, “Yes!”

“Tell me then, bitch,” T-Bone said, as he motioned himself again- damn, he was hitting the back of me!

“I want it,” I grunted, biting my lip, “I want it!”

“What do you want?” T-Bone said.

“I want dick,” I said, “Oh damn, I want some dick- some of that nigger dick!”

My husband and my father used that word from time to time, but I had not used it in years- it was not a nice word, and as it escaped from my lips, I felt like I was crossing a line.

And what lines are left Linda- the line that says you shouldn’t cheat, or the line that says you should only fuck White men?

“I know it,” T-Bone said- how was he still holding his cum inside of him?

“Give it to me,” I demanded, finding my voice, “Give it to me!”

“Yeah, bitch,” T-Bone laughed, cruelly, “Yeah, that’s right, come on this dick!”

I was coming- a second wave of pleasure washing over me, stronger and more intense than the first, my fingers wanting to grab hold of something. T-Bone held my wrists in his palms, denying me any bracing from the intensity of the feelings in my body- I cried out, as I got off!

“Fuck!” I said, “Fuck, fuck, fuck!”

I didn’t just say it- I was yelling it, and I suddenly realized that if anyone was anywhere near this barn, then they would know exactly what I was doing!

Fucking niggers in the barn!

When T-Bone came, it was at the end of a thrust- he shoved his cum into me like Cliff had, his own juices joining the sloppy fluids of his friend. As soon as he came, he pulled out- hus cock was covered in a nasty mix of sperm and pussy juice, the results of three bodies having raw and nasty sex!

“You are going to clean me off, bitch,” T-Bone said, as he moved up to my face, and he slapped that sticky man meat against my cheek!

I did as I was told- I took him back into my mouth, my hands grabbing hold of his emptied balls, as my tongue traced over every inch of his meat. He was not hard, but he was still nearly five inches- which was the best Jimmy could muster anymore, not that my husband bothered to even try. I licked and slurped and sucked, cleaning him like a cat licking itself.

Then I saw that Cliff was back again- he had moved over to my other side, and he demanded the same service  I was performing for his colleague!

I had never had two dicks in my mouth, and if these men were hard it would have been impossible, but I seized hold of Cliff, and I shoved the tip of his cock into my mouth next to that of his friend. My tongue washed over the two Black cock heads, as their hands rested on my shoulders. I had never felt my mouth so full before in my life- I only wished that I had done this before they had spackled the inside of my pussy walls!

“Time to go,” Cliff said, withdrawing from me, and T-Bone followed suit.

The two Black deliverymen had dropped off the package that I was wanting, and now it was time for them to hit the road. T-Bone gave one last smile, Cliff was as blank faced as a politician caught with his pants down, and I was left on the couch. My tits hanging out, my pussy wore out, with cum deep inside of me and the salty bitter flavor of our juices all over my mouth. I felt satiated, I felt sweaty and tired, but I felt dirty- and it was a type of dirty that reminded me how bad I was, fucking Black guys behind the back of my racist husband!

Fuck that was something else!


Book #2. Blacked In The Motel!

   

            My favorite animal has always been the chameleon.

The chameleon isn’t a predator, he doesn’t have big claws and he doesn’t roar, but he does know how to change himself to get by. 

I am not saying I am a good woman- or a bad one- just that I have always seemed to know when the wind is about to change direction. I am a survivor, and no matter what, I will get through whatever storm life tosses my way. This doesn’t mean that I will always make choices that other people would approve of, but when it comes down to it, I will always choose whatever seems to be the best choice at the time. Yes, like all people, I make mistakes- and sometimes I regret what my choices have led me to do- but that is life. We have all done this, at one time or another, I am just more willing to admit to myself at least how I naturally am.

I am not going to blame my parents or society for turning me into the person I am- even though how we are born and how we are raised does indeed affect us, we still ultimately make our own decisions. I knew by the time I was sixteen that living in some isolated farm community in Wyoming was not for me. I didn’t want to marry one of the dozen boys at my school, I hated the smell of cattle, and I was tired of my mother implying that I was a lesbian simply because I didn’t submit to men publicly. My older brother was going to get the ranch, my younger sister was already set on marrying our neighbor’s son, and I had my feet out the door as soon as I figured out a way to get out of that there. The way that I got out of that town- and the isolated and cold state of Wyoming- involved taking off in the middle of the night for a local truck stop.

A driver with Mississippi plates, hauling farm equipment from Iowa to California, offered me a ride. I had never met a Black man before, but despite the fact that he was older than my father, he managed to take my virginity that night. He left me on the side of the road in Reno- I went to use the bathroom, and I was gone. I wasn’t angry at him, as the pictures all over his cab told me he had a wife and several children back home, but I was sore and on my own in Nevada.

The next few years, I managed.

They weren’t easy, and I wouldn’t say I was a prostitute- I served tables in the morning, but if a man caught my eye and he talked the right game, many times I would meet up with him later. Sometimes money was exchanged, sometimes just bodily fluids- I didn’t just sleep with anyone. I was choosy, I didn’t have a pimp or a “manager”, I simply was a young woman who was figuring out her way in the world. Most of the time, I preferred the company of Black men when it came to sex.

Not all Black men are as hung as the stereotype claims- some are small, just as some White men are very well endowed. But, in general, Black men do tend to have a larger dick- and White men tend to be better at eating pussy.

I never got into drugs or drinking. A lot of girls in my situation do, as they are not happy with themselves for what they are doing, but I never had some sort of guilt because of it.

This world is based on exchanges, whether or not we want to admit it.

Yes, most women never go so far as to take cash for sex- they consider that to be disgusting- but women do flirt with guys to get bigger tips. Women who work in offices often play the game with their male managers, for everything from raises to a better cubicle. Many women marry a guy that they are not really attracted to, simply because he is a good provider and promises them a better life. And men get something out of the deal, too. Anna Nicole Smith married an old man when she was in her prime. So what if he was paying to fuck her basically- he enjoyed the end of his life, and it was his money to spend.

Maybe I could have made more than just enough to keep a roof over my head, and maybe I could have become a true professional, but after five years, I was starting to get worn out by both dealing with different men and the craziness of life in a state that is built on gambling and sex. I moved to Vegas, which really is not a town you want to live in. The movies make it out to be all glitter and glamour, but there is definitely a layer of dirt that is just under the shiny surface. In Vegas I did better financially- I finally bought a car- but I also had more competition. The casinos started keeping an eye on me- they have their own house prostitutes, women that are “managed” by the same people who manage them, and since I was an independent, I was starting to get harassed by security staff every time I set foot in their doors. I had to work off the Strip- in that steaming shit pile known as old downtown- and the money nosedived as well as the quality of the men that I serviced.

I do like sex, a lot- and I don’t have some sort of “moral” compass that results in any self guilt- but I was in my twenties, and I saw what the future had in store for me if I kept on with what I was doing. So far, I had been fortunate not to run into any bad clients. I could either become the property of some pimp (which is just as bad, or worse), or I could get out of the game. When I discovered I was pregnant, I knew that it was time to stop living like this.

I agreed to go on a date with a man I had just met- he was an airman at Nellis- and it was an actual date. We had sex on the second date, and then I told him I was pregnant. 

Sure, it wasn’t right to lie to him, and make him believe that my unborn child was his, but it was both a necessity and an exchange. My new boyfriend was tall, but he was extremely dorky looking- with thick glasses, and a nasally voice from his New England background- and very socially awkward. Nice, but not someone that was able to score a halfway decent woman without having money. His government pay was far from enough to qualify him as rich, even if the check came in twice a month like clockwork. I didn’t love him- I couldn’t say that  really loved any man at that point in my life- but I liked him.

We were married three months later. My mother in law hated me- the old bag seemed to see right through me- but my new husband refused to listen to his mother. I gave up my side activities, and when he was transferred from Nevada to New Mexico, I felt like the old part of my life was now over. I was now a new mother, with a son, twenty three years old and ready to simply move on again. I still had my looks, even if the pregnancy had put some weight on me, but I was ready to give “normal” life a try.

For awhile, it worked- he would come home every night, I would make dinner, and we had a life of regularity. The same television shows every week, Sunday was a day when he mowed the little bit of grass we had, and once or twice a month we would go out for dinner. It was steady, it was reliable, but it was not exciting at all.

Well, Diana, this is what you chose for yourself.

Once my son was two years old, I was starting to get bored with everything. 

Yes, I was mostly happy- this was far better than depending on random men to make the rent- but New Mexico was like an even dirtier version of Nevada. The streets had the same dust on them, except they were not cleaned, and the houses were as run down as the shacks one sees in the desert outside of America’s “Sin Capital.” My husband was not exciting, my house was plain (as military housing is), and the other wives on the base didn’t exactly accept me. True, I can’t say they were not cordial- but since I said little about myself and what I said was mostly lies, (I told them I was raised by foster parents in Idaho), they did not really trust me. It is as important for military wives to become friends with their colleagues as it is for service members to make friends in their unit.

My husband received his first overseas deployment- for six months- and I decided to stay behind.

Though he hardly excited me, he did keep me from wandering- but with him gone, my son was my only source of companionship. This worked for about a month, and then I simply needed to get out of the house.

I drove up to Santa Fe- why Santa Fe, I don’t know, it wasn’t like I had ever been there or new anyone there- and as if I was in a daze, I checked into a hotel and then I went to the casino. I left my son with a babysitter- I wasn’t going to be that bad of a mom- and I put on an old dress. My husband was only gone for a week, but here I was, wearing my slutty black cocktail dress and sitting at the bar.

When a tall Black man approached me, and offered me a drink, I accepted- when he asked me if I wanted to come to his room, I accepted. I spent the next seven hours getting fucked in the way that I had missed since the start of my marriage. Once those doors were closed, I was the one who got naked first- I didn’t want to talk, I wanted some Black dick.  I took his big Black cock in my mouth, my pussy, and I even let him try and fit it into my ass (though it didn’t quite make it all the way in). I let him fuck me till I was raw and sore, and I let him fill my pussy up to the brim. This wasn’t sex for money- this was sex because I craved some interracial action, something that my husband couldn’t give me!

Going back to my own room, I knew that what I had did was completely wrong- my husband had never done such a thing to me- and I felt guilty about it. He hadn’t deserved for me to run around on him. But it had happened, it was over, and I swore that I was going to forget about this- and I was going to simply chalk this up as to having a wild hair up my ass. We all do things that we later regret. 

When I started throwing up, I knew I was pregnant, and my doctor on base confirmed it.

I could of course have an abortion, but I wasn’t going to punish some baby because of what I had done- and besides, I had fucked my husband three times the night before he left. No, it was almost certainly his baby inside of me, not that of a stranger.

My husband was home, and in the delivery room nine months later, when I gave birth to my daughter- a little girl with big brown eyes, a winning smile, and skin that was  already the color of coffee, the answer was in front of me. He knew as soon as he saw her come out of my belly- when I recovered from the painkillers, and I asked where he was, the nurses handed me a letter.

It simply said, “Bye.”

And that was how my marriage ended- I did not argue with him, I could not. I simply took my kids, and I moved off the base, loading my stuff into my car. Now I was on my way to a divorce, with a two year old and a baby, and all I had to go on was three thousand dollars and a fifteen year old minivan. I couldn’t even count on any child support. As I loaded up my small family, the women on the base looked at me with a combination of pity and revulsion.

How many of them that did the same thing, but hadn’t gotten pregnant?

I had nowhere to go- I didn’t want to stay in a state that I didn’t like, my family had no idea where I was, and I didn’t want to go back to Vegas. The best bet was to go to a major city- Denver, Phoenix, and Salt Lake City were the closest options.

So north I went, to the land of Deseret and Mormons, with no idea what I was doing or where my life was headed.

 

 

“Okay, five more minutes,” I said, angrily, “Then I am leaving without you!”

Of course, I never would leave one of my children behind- that would be cruel, to say the least- but sometimes, you need to say the right thing to get your point across. My youngest finally got the lead out of her bottom, and we packed into the minivan and drove north. Into the terrible traffic that always plagued Point of The Mountain- it didn’t matter if it was noon or midnight, there was always an accident or some other reason for the road to be cut down to a crawl.

When Salt Lake City had been built, the fact that there were only a few ways in and out of it- going south, you either had to take the interstate or Redwood Road- had been a selling point. While this had made the place defensible from invasion in the middle of the 19th century, now it made it a traffic nightmare. It was Saturday morning, and although it was only eight in the morning, if we waited to leave it would take as long as two hours to make it to Kaysville. I had plans for the day, and these plans needed my youngest children to be at my in laws.

In Utah, life took it’s own course.

I have nothing against religion, per se- it does serve a big purpose in some people’s lives, and as long as those people use it to bring good things to other people, there is nothing wrong with it- but I still don’t believe in it really. I am not saying that there isn’t something else, I am saying that I am not convinced of it. Even if there is, I highly doubt that whatever exists would be concerned with things like the outcome of football games. 

Religion, particularly the LDS Church, is still at the backbone of this state.

Yes, not everyone here is Mormon- in Salt Lake City, it’s roughly less than half and falling- but that doesn’t change the situation at all.

The state is run by the church. Maybe Salt Lake has a mayor now who is openly a lesbian, but this one exception to the rule does not mean that “the church” doesn’t interfere into every area of life in Utah. They may not have been able to keep outsiders from moving in- the US forced the state to give up this idea- so instead, they use their power as a collective to keep control of the economic machinery of the state. The very fact that it is referred to as “THE church” tells you exactly the role that religion plays around here. In no other state, is a single religion talked about like it is the only religion.

Sure, you can get a job serving tables in this state without being a Mormon, or some other base line level of work. Don’t expect to get paid much, though- one of the many unique qualities of Mormons in Utah is that they do not believe in tipping. People who talk about the stinginess of Jews have never been to Utah apparently- I have served both, and while Jews are demanding, at least they generally do tip fifteen percent. With most Mormons, you are lucky to get five percent. When I first landed here, I went to work in the first restaurant that would hire me, but I soon found out that the money was less than a quarter of what I made in Nevada.

If you want to be more than just a employee, and you want to advance in this state, you have to be a member of the church. Theocracy here is not enforced by law- that would be unconstitutional- it is enforced by the culture of the area. Mormons go to church based on geographical wards- neighbors go to church with neighbors- so those who have more money are able to develop closer ties with others of the same level. Success in business, no matter what your business is, depends on more than just being able to sell a product or provide a service- it depends on personal relationships. It’s hard to break into a business network that is organized around Sunday meeting, and it is hard to become friends with someone who is active in “the church” unless you are active, or at least “investigating” it (in other words, considering becoming a Mormon).

Not everything about this dominance of the church is bad. Utah never goes broke, and the church does provide assistance, especially to women like me.

I ended up living with my kids in a two bedroom apartment- this was before the cost of living here skyrocketed- and even then it was hard paying for rent and groceries. The money I had saved slowly ran down every month- someone needed shoes, someone needed braces- and when I was down to almost nothing, a coworker of mine told me about Welfare Square and the church services. 

They did provide me with food- plenty of food, especially with more packets of jello than I or my kids could eat in a lifetime- and they also tried to get me a job. The price of this, of course, was that soon the missionaries- two nineteen year old kids- were over at my house nearly every week. They would see what I needed, share some of their religion with me, and even help with some chores. They were doing the soft sell- showing the good sides of Mormonism, the side that the church loves to show off every time there is some sort of disaster or someone calls them out on some of their less socially acceptable behavior. 

I had nothing against them, and I appreciated their help- plus, my son was getting older, and he was starting to become more of a handful. The idea of getting married to a stable man, like my first husband was, did attract me, more than any talk of celestial kingdoms or planets where people gave birth into the millenia to come. When I went to church, as a young woman under thirty who still had plenty of child bearing years left, I nearly had to beat some men off with a stick. 

Granted, most Mormons are married by twenty two-becoming an adult involves a mission, some time in college and then marriage usually- but plenty of them who didn’t make the first cut or are divorced or widowed were looking for a woman like me. Attractive enough, with my red hair and green eyes and larger breasts, to produce children, and young enough to have another decade or more to do so. Having children is at the center of the Mormon religion, and Mormons who don’t have children are not even able to get into the highest level of heaven. So I found that instead of being just another single mom with two kids, I was considered prime marriage material.

And yes, I met a man- he was a computer expert, a nerd like my first husband- but he was thirty years old, and he was polite and seemed kind. He had never been married- and from what I learned on our wedding night, was indeed a virgin. Most importantly, he not only accepted me, he also accepted my two children. I was worried that since my daughter is half Black, that he would not want anything to do with me- I told him she was part Indian, and while that was far fetched, he did not challenge me on this story. Not that it really hurt anyone- he knew I had kids, and he accepted that, so what difference did it make if I had a child that was part Black?

Now here I was, a decade later, a typical Utah housewife. I had three more children by him- all girls; I was driving a higher end minivan, and instead of bringing food to strangers, I was now the Molly Mormon housewife. No booze, no coffee, no smoking- plenty of gossip and plenty of activities to keep my life busy.

The main issue I had is my husband was pressuring me to have another child- a son.

While my husband had successfully impregnated me three times, and he does love our girls, like most men, he still wanted to have a son. He didn’t mistreat or abuse James, but the desire to have his own son was getting stronger the older that I got. I am now forty two, and I know that I maybe have five years or so before having another child becomes impossible. My husband truly believes what the church says- that children are souls who already exist, and are waiting for a baby to be born into.

Behind my husband’s back, I began secretly getting fertility treatments. I still have sex with him regularly, but in the last eight months, nothing has worked.

I think that I have enough children- five is plenty- but the least I can do is provide him with the son he has always wanted. He has given me a decent, if boring life- one that is much more than a former prostitute deserves- so this is the best way for me to thank him. I do love my husband- maybe not with some unbridled physical passion, but as a person.

After I dropped my youngest children off at my mother in laws house, I knew that what I was about to do was wrong according to every tenet of the faith that I pretended to believe in. Maybe I don’t really believe the theology, but I do like the outer wholesomeness of it- and like almost all religions, the church most definitely does not approve of adultery.

The doctor suggested that I have my husband come in for some advice, but I could not bring myself to tell him that he was the one with a problem. Men around fifty are going through a mid life crisis- maybe he didn’t suddenly want a young wife, or to buy a red sports car, but my husband was not feeling like he was the man he used to be. 

The solution to me was simple.

I was going to have sex with a Black man.

Yes, this was cheating- there was no doubt- but the one time I had unprotected sex with a man of African descent, I was knocked up. His sperm had been very thick, very virile, and while I know that all Black men are not the same, I felt that bedding another one gave me a better chance than simply crossing my fingers and hoping for the best. One for one was pretty good odds.

While my first husband had wanted me gone as soon as my daughter came out of me, my second husband had never questioned my story about having a Indian grandmother. If the resulting child came out dark, then he would simply think it was those made up genetics showing themselves again. Since I have never contacted my family- I told my new in-laws that they were killed in a car crash- it wasn’t like he would be any wiser.

I sighed- doing this was still going back on a vow- but doing this was for a good reason. Maybe the baby would not really be his own, but so what- the important thing is that he would think the baby was his son, and this was a secret that I will take to my grave.

 

Utah is not the most ethnically diverse state- while in recent years more people have been moving in, especially from California, most of those people are Hispanic and not Black. In the county I live in, you see very few Black people, even if our congresswoman is both Black and Republican (and a Mormon on top of that).

This wasn’t a matter of picking some random Black guy at a bar- the few bars that existed were usually frequented by the same people, and in Lehi I only knew of two bars. Plus, it wasn’t just a matter of having sex with one man. Although I had never been with multiple men at same time, I didn’t want to know for certain who the father would be, so the solution was to have sex with several Black men at once.

 I turned to the Internet for a solution.

Wanted: Attractive Black men, between the ages of 25 and 50, for a one time sexual experience. Must be drug and disease free, willing to cum inside of me, and not interested in a relationship. I am only looking for a one time affair, I will decide on Saturday, July 1st. Men who are from outside of Utah are preferred. Must be comfortable with having sex with me when other men are present. I will be hosting at a motel room in downtown Salt Lake City.

Now that I had decided to do this, I was committed- once I make a decision, I usually stick to it. As I left my mother in laws house, instead of driving to Boise for a MLM presentation (which is what I told my husband and parents that I was doing this afternoon), I turned my minivan south and headed towards Salt Lake City. I posted my ad as I turned onto the interstate, and I waited.

Now that I had decided to fuck a Black man, in addition to the reasons I was doing this, my body was already getting hot at the idea of having a Black cock- or several Black cocks- inside of me.

I don’t have a preference when it comes to sex- like I said earlier, I have found that while there are some differences between races, there are both Black and White men that make good lovers. Since I have a White husband at home- and since this was the last time I was planning on having sex with a Black man, assuming that it worked out the way I wanted- I strictly wanted some Black dick this afternoon. After I checked into the motel downtown, and I set my overnight bag in the small closet, my phone began to blow up with hundreds of emails.

Some men simply cannot read.

Look, there is no point in trying to talk someone into you when they are clearly not interested. For everyone out there, there is someone else that has the same exact fetish. It may take some time to find that person, but they do exist. Trying to convince someone who was looking for someone else that you are what they want, is about as effective as trying to talk a person who wants breakfast into buying a steak. I scrolled through the first dozen or so responses- everything from dorky looking Asian men, to old White men that showed off their three inch cocks like it was something impressive.

Size is not everything- there are some men with huge dicks that simply cannot last, or even get them hard- but I am sorry, I need more than three inches to work with. The next email I saw was from a man who met the age and racial requirements- except that he was just as small. I deleted the first twenty emails, and I waited for something else to come in from the computer. Now that the largest hook up sight had been taken over and shut down by the government (a perfect example of intrusion, considering that our current president himself likes to pay for sex with porn stars), I knew that it was only a matter of time until my ad was reported.

In the meantime, I decided to get ready for my date.

Mormons wear special underwear, and as a temple recommend holding wife, I too was expected to essentially wear what are long johns from the nineteenth century that are marked with special symbols. An observant Mormon will never take these clothes off, and if I did, my husband would have noticed. This afternoon, I was not being a good Mormon wife- I was channeling an earlier version of myself.

I looked in the full mirror, as I stepped out of my garb, and I took an old outfit of mine out my bag- a set of black lingerie, complete with garter belts and matching stockings, that clung to my body. The last time I had worn these clothes, I had been nearly twenty years younger- with far fewer kids that I had now. The cups of the bra almost painfully pushed up the flesh of my breasts- multiple pregnancies had swollen them to a very full 36DD, from my former size of 36C- and the belt bit into the soft flesh of my thighs, but as I turned around in the full length mirror, I was happy with the woman I saw.

I am not a thin woman, but I am far from obese- my breasts are large, and since I only stand five foot two, my ass is both larger and rounder than most womens. Some men don’t like a woman like me who has a little padding- luckily, Black men have always loved my ass and my soft figure, and I knew that whomever the lucky man (or men were) that I chose would be more than happy to slap my backside as they fucked me.

I had never done a threesome, or a gang-bang before.

I know, that might sound crazy, considering my past- but I was always my own woman, and I was always afraid that multiple men at the same time may wish to harm me. Just in case that happened, I was carrying one of my husband’s pistols- yes, explaining why I had shot a man in a motel room in a city I was not in would probably end my marriage, but a woman who is having a random hook up with a stranger must be careful.

Multiple men- multiple dicks.

If I could do this, my mind swam with the possibilities- having a dick inside of my pussy, as I worked my lips on another man’s hard shaft. Maybe having one in each hand, as my large ass bounced up and down a third man. Yes, this seemed purely erotic. 

However, since I was to be bred, this also made sense- I would not even know who the actual father was, if I did get two or more men to seed me with their ebony sperm. I didn’t want anything more than to get fucked hard, put away wet, and impregnated. No, my oldest daughter’s real father never knew she existed- but now with the Internet, it is a lot easier to find someone. I didn’t want to take the chance that in the future, the lucky man came back and ended up destroying my life. 

You know it is because you want as much dick as you can get.

My husband, despite being a virgin when we married, is not a terrible lover- his cock is bigger than average, at eight inches, and he is usually able to make me orgasm before he shoots off his own load of love inside of me. He is not terrible, but he is plain- he refuses to consider anything other than vaginal sex as appropriate. One time, when I suggested I suck his cock as we were stuck in traffic, he nearly turned blue- sex is for procreation, according to him, and not for pleasure.

For procreation- well, honey, that is why I am doing this!

I looked at myself in the mirror, my hands pushing up my breasts as I did so- yes, I have aged well.

One advantage to being thicker is your face ages better- my mother was much thinner than me, and while my memory of her was somewhat hazy over all these years of separation, at my age she had more wrinkles on her skinny visage. She had told me to lose weight, that I was too fat to find the right man- I laughed now at that idea!

I took out some make up, and I painted my lips bright red- the traditional shade of a sex worker. One girl who I had worked with, and also made side money in men’s beds, had told me the reason hookers wear this shade is because it reminds men of pussy lips. I didn’t know- if my labia were ever the color that my lips were now, I would probably be seeing a doctor- but every culture has it’s own traditions.

The one thing I was not happy with was the grey that was showing under my red hair.

Age cannot be completely defeated, and while my face was still smooth and youthful, nature reminded me that I was not twenty anymore. She reminded me by growing pesky hairs that were no longer auburn in color, but greyish white. Unfortunately, my stylist- a closet drunk who imbibed shot bottles (as if that made her less of a drunk!)- had not gotten to the very roots when I saw her two weeks ago. She charged me half of what most women in her trade get, but I would have gladly paid more if she would have done her job right.

I took out nail polish, and I painted my nails as I stood in front of the mirror- the same bright red shade as my lipstick. I usually don’t wear such a color- I go for the more mundane tones that are expected of me by the other women in my ward- but there is always nail polish remover. As soon as I had the last finger colored, the phone began to buzz with a second round of emails.

I really hope that at least one of these guys meets my requirements.

I love dark skin- it makes such a contrast against my own paleness of flesh- but I couldn’t go with a man who was too dark. My daughters coffee colored complexion was about as dark as I could pull off- if a man was the color of midnight, than even my husband may have finally doubted my story of a teepee in my bloodlines.

Finally, my nails dried- I put in my earrings, and then I picked up the phone and looked at the second batch of emails.

Again, I found myself wading through all the men I was not into- I was about to give up, when the last email looked promising.

This guy was twenty nine- young enough to be virile, but not a baby- and while he didn’t show me his cock pic, his face was very good looking. He was a medium complexion man, with a small mustache and a shaved head, and his features showed that he may have some mixture in his own genetics. This didn’t make him less Black- in the second picture, I saw that he had the fit build that most Black men seem to have naturally- but it did give me some assurance. A child with this man may be lighter than my daughter- not so light that a person could not see where he came from, but light enough that I would have no trouble in passing him off to my husband.

Most importantly, he was direct and to the point.

He was married, and he was a truck driver- he was in town dropping off a load of North Dakota crude, and in ten hours, he would be headed back the way he came. His partner was at the bar, but might be coming over later if I was interested. He told me that he wanted nothing more than a “quick, clean fuck”- his wife was a Black woman, and he hadn’t been with a White girl in a few years. If I was interested, than he could meet me within the hour.

Part of me hesitated- the lack of a cock pic was not what made me think twice, but something just seemed a bit off. He didn’t write like someone who drove a truck for a living- his words were those of an educated man, and he sounded like a college professor that had hired me once. 

I don’t need his biography, just his healthy, Black sperm.

I wasn’t being fully honest either, or honest at all- so who was I to demand full disclosure?

“Room 817”.

That was all I said in my answer- I was ready for this, fuck it.

 

                     

Less than twenty minutes later, I heard a knock on the door.

When I opened it, I looked over my guest. 

He was tall- a foot taller than me, at six foot two- and he was thin, maybe one hundred and ninety pounds. His skin was a light caramel complexion, and his mustache was neatly trimmed. His eyes looked me over from head to toe, in my black lingerie.

“Hello,” the Black man said simply, “May I come in?”

“Yes,” I said- this man was definitely educated.

“So,” he said, his eyes looking around the room, “Is this the first time you have been with a Black man?”

“No,” I confessed, “Though the last time was about sixteen years ago. What about you?”

Yes, he is definitely what I was looking for!

My eyes traveled down his frame- he was dressed in a blue button up shirt, black slacks, and shoes. Not exactly casual, but not the type of clothing that I associated with those who drive truck for a living. All truck drivers, Black or White or something else, seem to dress as shabbily as possible. As the man entered the motel room, he seemed a little bit nervous.

“Well, I have never been with a man,” he joked, “And I have been with my share of White women. So, is it just you here?”

“Yes,” I said- what was he trying to figure out?

“Ok,” the Black man said, “I asked because the last time I tried to hook up with someone, the woman’s husband was watching from the closet. Now, I don’t mind an audience, but when he tried to touch me, that was a little too much.”

“I see,” I said- this was definitely a strange conversation.

Yes, some men of course just want to take their dick out and fuck me- and some wanted to talk more than anything else.

“My name is Brock,” he said, “And yours is?”

“Diana,” I answered him, “So you know what I want, right?”

“Yes,” Brock said- satisfied that I was alone, his hands pulled his shirt over his head.

His chest was smooth, hairless, and he had the build of a runner or a swimmer. He wasn’t overly muscular, but his thin frame was far from flabby.

After looking at the chest of my nearly fifty year old computer geek of a husband, the very sight of this younger Black man’s exposed frame made me ready to do more than talk. Brock stood in front of the bed.

I kissed him on the lips, feeling him, and tasting him- he tasted like he had been eating a cheeseburger recently. An earthy taste, of meat, and as my tongue entered his mouth, his long thin fingers touched the sides of my chest.

I have never understood how women who have sex with someone cannot stand kissing them. Even when I was working for a living, if a man wanted to kiss me, I always let him. Some men didn’t want to kiss- but kissing is almost as sensual as the rest of the sex acts put together. 

My husband isn’t much of a kisser- Mormon culture is definitely not one of PDA- and in our time together, he has improved thanks to my skilled experience. 

Brock’s tongue moved into my mouth- he was taking charge of me, by the way he pinned my own tongue, and I felt his hands tugging at the back of my bra. I felt his cock, underneath his slacks, poking against my midsection- he may have known how to use his tongue, but he was definitely getting hard quick.

This man definitely doesn’t need a blue pill to get going.

“I want to suck you,” I said, breaking our kiss, “Can you hold off from cumming if I suck your cock?”

“Yes,” Brock said, looking at me with his big brown eyes, “I can hold it.”

Well, we will see about that!

I knelt before him, tucking my knees underneath me. This is not the most physically comfortable position for me, but with our foot of difference in height, it was the only way that I was going to be able to fit his cock into my mouth. My small hands found his zipper, and with a tug, I opened his slacks and his big Black dick popped out.

His cock definitely fulfilled the stereotype- about nine inches long, of medium thickness, the shaft was darker than the rest of his body. I licked my lips, as I looked over this beautiful example of African manhood. A nice, juicy Black cock, from the purple tip of his swollen head, down the veins that ran the length of his shaft, to where twooverly large testicles hung from his meat like Christmas ornaments from a tree.

It has been too long, too long since I sucked a Black cock.

With my husband, I am always the dominate one.

I don’t mind being dominate in the bedroom- it can be fun to have a man do what you tell him to do sexually- but sometimes, a woman needs to be reminded or at least treated like she is the submissive one. I have educated my husband, as much as his natural prudishness will allow (and that does limit things a lot), but this afternoon, I did not want to be the one in charge. I might never be able to do again what I was doing now, which was pushing my luck as it is.

“Are you going to suck it, or what, bitch?” Brock barked.

His education, his general demeanor, had changed- as soon as his cock had been sprung from it’s cloth prison, the educated Black professional was now talking like a thig from the streets of north Las Vegas. His hands grabbed my red hair- he forced my face down into his crotch. My lips instinctively opened, and he pushed his dick between them, the veiny hardness running over the softness of them, as I nearly gagged on him.

They say sucking dick is like riding a bicycle- once you learn, you never forget- and while that may be true, nonetheless, it had been years since my mouth had been full of dick. I nearly choked as I struggled to handle him- he was force feeding me, not giving me a chance to adjust to his presence in my mouth!

“That’s right,” Brock laughed, “Choke on this dick, you dirty slut!”

I am a dirty slut- I am a nasty, cheating wife, who wants a Black man to fill my married White pussy with his cum!

I now had about half of him inside of my mouth. My hand cupped his balls, feeling how full they were of seed- he felt like he hadn’t busted a nut in months, as my tongue ran circles around his cock head. I touched the tender ridge, then moved it over the head, prodding his pisshole, as my lips formed a vacuum seal around his shaft. I began bobbing my head, struggling to suck in more of him with each swallow, eager to have him fill my mouth completely.

I was no longer a married Mormon Utah woman- I was no longer a member of the Relief Society, or the PTA- no, I was back in Vegas, back to being the twenty year old who fucked random men for extra cash!

“Dirty White bitch!” Brock said- he was now pulling my hair, hard, as he bucked his hips forward.

The names he called me- whether they came from a place of genuine racism, or not- only made me that more excited. My pussy was fully wet- I was ready to be fucked and filled with his seed, ready to feel the pulsing of his young cock as it emptied the contents of his swollen balls within my walls. I moved my mouth off of his dick.

“You want this inside of you, don’t you?” Brock teased me, slapping the side of cock against my cheeks, “You want it in your pussy?”

“Yes,” I said- he was teasing me, and while I knew that he was going to give me what I craved, I wanted it now!

“Beg me for it,” Brock demanded, “Beg me for this dick!”

“Give it to me,” I said- my pussy was now steaming hot, like clams in a crockpot, “Give me that dick!”

I rose from the floor- unsnapping my garters, letting my black panties hit the dirty carpet of this cheap motel room- and I bent over the edge of the bed, spreading my ass cheeks wide in the air. My fingers reached under my belly, and touching the outer lips of my pussy, there was no denying that I was ready to be fucked.

“I know you want it,” Brock said, as his left hand slapped the meaty left cheek of my ass!

He slapped me hard, hard enough that my rear end stung, and my flesh seemed to vibrate from the blow. 

Oh God and Joseph Smith, how long is he going to deny me that big Black dick?

“Fuck me,” I begged, “Fuck me, please!”

“You want this dick?” Brock said- now his hand landed on the opposite cheek, with a loud ring, “You want this Black dick?”

“Yes,” I said, “I want that Black dick- please!”

Brock slid his cock in between my legs from behind- the head touched the outer lips of my pussy, and while he did not push it in, it was enough for me to orgasm.

Was it the pain- was it the pleasure- or was it because this man was bringing me back to a part of myself that I had denied for so long in the name of respectability?

“I bet you do,” Brock teased me, “Why do you want it so bad?”

“I need a baby,” I said, “I need a Black baby inside of me, please!”

With that, Brock was done teasing me.

Each of his hands grabbed a cheek- he pried me apart, wide, as he slid his cock head into my pussy, which felt like it was being ripped asunder. My husband never made me feel this way. He never made me stretch out to take his cock, but this strange Black man was tearing me a new one as he pushed himself inside of me. Once he was in all the way, as I bit my teeth and  I closed my eyes,  I felt him begin to move.

With each thrust, he picked up his pace a little bit- he was working my pussy slowly, and although I was about to hit my second orgasm (and my internal muscles were trying to milk out his seed), it seemed to only spur him on. Brock was a true cocks-man, a man that not only had a good dick- but who knew how to use it properly!

“Don’t hold back,” I begged through gritted teeth, “Shoot that cum in me!”

My words earned me a hard slap on my left cheek again, as his right hand grabbed hold of my hair!

“Did I tell you to speak, White bitch?” Brock said, “No- then shut the fuck up!”

“Yes,” I moaned, “Yes!”

Brock was now moving faster- but with each time he moved all the way in, he slapped my ass, and he gave my hair a strong tug!

I am being torn and ripped apart, being used and abused like a common hoar!

I was good at being a prostitute for two reasons- one, I wasn’t forced into it, and two, I actually liked having sex.

Most women who work their bodies for a living end up doing so by hard times, or drug use, and most do not actually enjoy what they are doing. They may keep doing it because the money is good, or because they need their dope, but it is just another job to them. Suck, fuck, take it up the ass, even eat pussy- all of it can be done if the price is right and fair!

I did it because I liked it- and I still like it!

“You White bitches love that Black dick, don’t you?” Brock said- he was now making my entire body shake with his movement, “Don’t you?”

“Yes,” I said, “I love that Black dick!”

And with that, I felt it- a rush of seed, of frothy sperm, that entered me. 

It filled me up on the end of his thrust, and with two more pushes, he shoved it in me all the way that it could go. My pussy now had it what it wanted- the seed of a Black man, swimming around inside of it, fertilizing my soon to expire eggs. I fell onto the bed, as I felt him pull out of me- this had been so good, and so quick, and I knew that I was certainly pregnant.

“Is that what you wanted?” Brock asked, sounding far away, even though he was right behind me- his voice was back to normal, no longer that of the thug, but that of an educated young man.

“Yes,” I said, “It is.”

“Good,” Brock said- I was too satiated to move at the moment, too worn out even to turn around and look.

I closed my eye- I heard him dressing, putting on his shirt, and then the door opening.

“Oh, she is all yours, bro,” Brock said, “Have fun!”

What the fuck?

 

                      

Brock had told me that his friend may be joining him, but when he had showed up alone, I had assumed that there was no friend. Men will lie to get some pussy, but it wasn’t a bad lie- it wasn’t like Brock wasn’t able to properly fuck me on his own.

I had assumed that the friend Brock was talking about was another random Black man- instead, the man who stood in the door was someone I would have never expected.

The nineteen year old son of my next door neighbor entered the hotel room, a look of complete surprise on his face.

Oh fuck!

He seemed as surprised as I was, and for a long moment, neither one of us said a word. Brock, who had been about to leave, stopped in his tracks.

“Something wrong, James?” Brock asked.

“No,” James said- his eyes were looking me over, seeing me as the slut that I really am, “No, I just-”

“Look, bro, I told you that I would look out for you,” Brock said- he was apparently good friends with James, “You got me on the last one, so this is all on you.”

My head was swimming.

Brock wasn’t a truck driver- which I suspected- he was a college student.

He is the room-mate that James had mentioned, the one I had never met!

My neighbor’s son wasn’t exactly a regular visitor to my household. Though we only lived about thirty miles apart, once he rejected the church and decided to live life according to his own rules, he didn’t show up much at his own parents door. My husband was not outwardly hostile towards him, but he had never really trusted the conversion of his family to the church. The Mormons may not be as bad as the Amish when it comes to shunning someone, but when someone rejects the church, there is definitely a coldness that develops between family members who are active and that person.

I didn’t even know what to say- I was naked, Brock’s cum dripping from my pussy, exposed to the eyes of my nineteen year old former neighbor.

“Go ahead,” Brock said, “You can fuck her.”

“I don’t think I want to,” I said, slowly.

I could not tell him the real reason- that he had brought someone I knew all too well over here!- but I had to get control of this situation. 

Even prostitutes have their limits- and while I had not worked in years, the thought of sex with my former neighbor was not one that I was ready to embrace.

James is not a bad looking man- he stands five foot nine, a little bit on the shorter side for a man, but he had definitely inherited good looks. His eyes are as black as coal, and his thick Afro-styled hair earned him the nickname “Fuzzy” growing up. As he has changed from a boy into a man, his once scrawny frame has been bulked up by a combination of exercise and diet.  Underneath the baggy blue jeans and oversized hockey jersey that he wore, it was difficult to tell what his build was, but he still was an attractive young man.

I am a woman that has been with a lot of men, so of course I knew that James was turning into a good looking man. That said, I had never let anything else enter into my mind- idly, I did wonder whether or not he had inherited a big cock. Idle thoughts or not, if I had sex with him, it would be hard to say the least to face his parents when I got the mail!

“I didn’t ask you, bitch,” Brock said, looking at me- he was telling me that he was still the one making the decisions.

James just stood there- he couldn’t stop looking, which was to be expected (I was sure that he had been always curious about my body, in the same idle way I was curious about his)- but he didn’t make a move either. 

“Alright,” Brock said,sensing his hesitation, “What’s the problem, J?”

“Huh?” James said.

“Man, I told you when I brought you into this, that I’d get you all kind of pussy,” Brock said- no, this was definitely not the first time he had used that Black dick on some local woman, “And you ain’t never seemed to have performance trouble before. So what’s the deal?”

Had these two been banging married White women together for a long time?

“I don’t know,” James said, not wanting to tell the truth.

“I might have to get another road dog,” Brock said, “If you can’t get it up, then maybe I need to find another partner who can?”

James and this stranger obviously had some sort of arrangement going on between them.

I didn’t think it was anything involving gayness or sex between them- James had never showed any signs that he liked anything other than pussy, and I have been around enough gay men to be able to tell when someone likes to go that way. What the details of their arrangement, or partnership, entailed was beyond me.

“You got lucky, me getting you into this,” Brock said, “So fuck the hell out of this bitch, or I’m going to have to cut you loose!”

Brock was now giving him orders, just as he was giving me!

James didn’t like anyone telling him what to do-I had heard many times about his lack of attendance at school- but once Brock had made it clear that he had to fuck me, his response was almost immediate.

James undid his zipper, and he slid down his over-sized jeans- underneath, he wore black and yellow boxer shorts, silk underwear, and these were soon taken off as well. As he exposed his cock to me, I was impressed by it’s size.

He wasn’t as long as his  friend- James seemed to be an inch shorter, about eight in length- but even from across the room, I could see how thick he was. His cock jutted upwards slightly, at an angle, the head red and angry and ready for action. Maybe he could not verbalize the fact that the sight of me naked turned him on- maybe he could not bring himself to approach me on his own- but his cock had other ideas. It only saw me as a naked woman, a naked cum soaked slut who was ready to be fucked again, and it was more than ready to do the job, even if I had lived next door to him for years.

“I don’t think-” I tried to say.

I was impressed with the cock of James- if it was any other man, I would have already crossed the floor, and knelt down to take it into my mouth.

“You wanted dick,” Brock said, directing the scene, “Well, what’s wrong with my homeboys’ dick?”

“Nothing,” I said, “It’s just that-”

“This bitch sure runs her mouth a lot about wanting Black dick,” Brock said, “I think you need to shut her up.”

“Yeah,” James said- he was now past the point of shock, and his eyes were flashing.

He had come to a decision within himself, and like me, once he decides to do something, there is no turning back!

The question was, what was his decision- my body trembled in fear almost, though my eyes still stared at that beautiful cock!

“Yeah, you are a bitch,” James said, looking at me, “You dirty bitch, well, you want to be a bitch, than I’m going to fuck you like one!”

Oh no!

I knew that if I really wanted to stop this, I could- I was armed, and I was also in a motel with thin enough walls that a loud scream would surely draw someone’s attention. Downtown Salt Lake has it’s dingy side like all major cities, but even among the sinners that crowd into this area, enough of the general Mormon noseiness remains that someone would call the cops if I started screaming rape.

And then what, Diana?

Brock had not raped me- I was the one who had set the whole thing up- and I could not turn around and have a man crucified for something he did not do. Rape is the worst accusation a woman can make against a man- especially when the woman is White and the man is Black- as society always gives women the benefit of the doubt. Yes, it was clear that I had set this whole thing up, from the Internet ad to renting the room, but if I accused him unjustly of such a thing, there was a good chance I would destroy him.

I didn’t really want to have sex with James- even if he has such a beautiful cock!- because he wasn’t some man that I could never see again for the rest of my life, but someone that would know forever exactly what kind of a woman I really am!

Falsely accusing a Black man  of rape would make the news!

It would be all over the state, and I would be destroying not just the lives of these two men, but my own life as well. 

This is so wrong.

Yet, is it really wrong when people are adults- and they choose to do it out of their own free will?

General society until a decade ago had said that gay people were wrong, and until twenty years ago, had rejected the idea that people should be able to date outside of their race. Even now, plenty of people were still disgusted by both gay people and mixed race couples. I see the looks when I take my daughter into large stores, and people either look the other way, or they go out of their way to be “nice.” 

Even people who accepted gays and lesbians, and mixed race couples, would not be very accepting of a wife who went downtown to get fucked by random men. Our church had reversed it’s position- in 1977, Blacks were not even allowed to be full members, and now the Church itself pushed mixed marriages. Nonetheless, spouses are not supposed to fuck other people, irregardless of whether they are Black or White or something else. Utah may have the highest consumption of pornography of any state, but what people do in private is not what is known in public.

Yet, how can I hide this- and even if I stop him, he will still know!

I debated this, as James stepped forward- he was past the point of apprehension, and he was ready to fuck me! 

 

James climbed onto the bed with me. His arms grabbed my ankles, and pushing them up in the air, so that my cum filled pussy was in the perfect position to be fucked, he jammed his cock into me.

Oh my fucking God!

It wasn’t the fact that he was thick- which he was, as my well worked pussy still had to stretch to accommodate him.

It wasn’t the fact that I had just been fucked by Brock, and less than ten minutes later, had another cock inside of me.

No, I nearly came as he entered me, simply because what I was doing was so damn wrong!

I am the ultimate slut!

“Fuck,” I groaned, as he smoothly shoved his entire length inside of the very place he had come from nineteen years ago, Brock’s cum lubricating James’ hard young cock, “Fuck!”

James looked me in the eyes- he had a look of almost pure hatred in them.

My second husband may have believed the bullshit story of having Indian ancestors, but James had a natural sense of worldliness about him. As soon as he was old enough to realize that people come in different colors, he started asking questions about why my daughter looked so different than my other offspring. I had given him the same line, but he never really seemed to believe it.

“I know the truth,” James said, now flexing his cock within me- I don’t know how he managed to do it, but it seemed like the head was literally flexing like a bicep muscle, pushing the insides of me out!”

“I know,” I said, softly, “I know you know.”

“Fuck her, that’s right,” Brock said from the background- he was directing this show of downright debauchery, “Slam her with that dick!”

“You like that Black cock,” James almost whispered- now he was nearly at the back of my sopping cunt, and I winced.

“Yes,” I whispered back, “Do you like your neighbor’s pussy?”

James was not expecting me to verbalize this- nor was he expecting me to act like I was accepting of any of this.

Yes, I still would not have chosen to have sex with James- but the alternative was worse, something that I could not bring myself to do to him, or to his friend. So even if it was a situation that I would have never planned to happen in my life, now that it was, I may as well make the best of it. 

His cock does fit nicely inside of me.

James bit his lip- his hands had a grip on my ankles, and he was intent on fucking my body in this L-shaped position, where all he could see was my pale redhead’s cunt and the bottom of my plump ass cheeks.

So you want to fuck me, but you don’t want to look me in the eyes?

I am not stronger than James- he is a strapping young man, and in an arm wrestling contest, he would beat me within seconds. But, my thick thighs had pushed out five children, and were the center of my strength. Just because a woman has softness in her belly and on her ass, does not mean that there is not strong muscle underneath this flesh. He was doing his best simply to fuck my hole.

I don’t think so, James!

My feet moved, and I slid my butt forward- I now had him into the hilt, all the way up to where his young shaft met his balls- and my feet joined around his neck. Suddenly, using all the strength that I could muster, I grabbed him with my thighs, and I pulled him forward, causing him to lose hold of my ankles for just a second.

It was just long enough that he fell forward, and onto me, his young body pressing into my soft mature form.

“If you want my pussy,” I said, “Then you are going to have to look me in the eye!”

I didn’t say it loud- Brock was still unaware of our relationship, and there was no need to tell him anything that he did not need to know- but now James was now forced to look me in the face.

Maybe I am a dirty woman- the worst kind of woman- but you are a dirty young man!

He tried to turn his head to side, as his hands pushed up on my legs, but then my hands found him.

I pulled him down by his neck, forcing his face to look into mine, and my tongue did not just find his mouth- it entered it, like his cock had entered my pussy, without any regard for his wishes or desires!

You want to play this game, then let’s play!

James may have been learning how to be a bull, a dominant man who fucks submissive women, but he was still the protege. He was no master like Brock- and as my mouth took over, my hips ground upwards. I was the one who was now in charge, at least of James, I was the one who was fucking and kissing him!

I bit his lip- hard enough to draw a little bit of blood- as my mouth released his own.

“You think you can just walk in here and fuck your neighbor’s wife?” I said, anger in my tone, “You think that I will let you do that?”

“Your a hoar,” James said- maybe this would have hurt some other woman, but it didn’t hurt me anymore, “Your a dirty hoar!”

“Okay,” I laughed cruelly- I was definitely now in control, “So what, your a nasty fuck!”

“Fuck,” James said, as he shot his seed into my pussy!

Some men like to be dominated, some like to submit- as many men who wanted to slap me around a little, there were many that had wanted me to slap them around a little!

And then there are those who think they are dominant, but are not- they may get away with pushing around a weak, inexperienced woman, but they soon fell short when they ran across a woman like me!

The amount of seed that flowed from his young  balls into the depths of my cunt seemed impossible- while he was deep inside of me, and I could not see it, it felt like wave after wave of his broth was now splashing around inside of me. It was joining the sopping mess that had already been made of my pussy by Brock, there two sources of sperm mixing like a soft serve ice cream cone melting in the sun.

James just came in me!

My glee at being in control, of making James realize that I was the one in charge, was replaced by fear.

What did you think was going to happen- that he was going to fuck you and not cum?

He pushed once, then twice more, and with a grunt, his now shrunken cock fell out of me, as he climbed off of me. He stepped back- his eyes looked down at my cunt, maybe he too was realizing exactly how bad this was now.

This is why fantasy and reality don’t always work, James.

That was a lesson you learned as you got older.

I had learned that every fantasy I had as a girl- from being a dancer in Vegas, to later ideas of being a military wife- had unseen consequences and pitfalls. I had never been a dancer, instead I had been a prostitute- and I had never been accepted into the social circle of the base. I finally stopped trying to fantasize, and finally started living after my first marriage had disintegrated.

Maybe James had been wanting to fuck me for a long time, or maybe he had simply fucked me because I was a pussy that he could take- either way, as his cum was now inside of me, he too must be thinking about what could be happening inside of my womb right now.

“You filled that pussy up good,” Brock said, “Come on, bro, we got to go. Leave this slut like the ho she is!”

James looked at me with wide eyes- the request he was making was not spoken.

I am not on birth control- especially since I had set this whole thing up to get bred, to get pregnant!- and I definitely could not hide an abortion from my husband. Getting an abortion in Utah is damn near impossible, besides which, you know my feeling on it.

“Hey,” Brock said, snapping his fingers like an impatient conductor, “I said, let’s go.”

James pulled his pants back on, and without another word, both men left.

I lay on the bed for a long time- I had a big decision to make.

They do have a morning after pill- I could take it, and while it was technically abortion, it was a lot less damaging to do it this way then to wait until I was pregnant. Besides, there was no way to tell if I was or was not yet. I had no idea how long sperm can survive inside of me.

Washing myself out would probably get the cum out, but how much of it had already been pushed far enough into me that it was beyond the point of being sucked out?

And besides, I did want to get pregnant- but by Brock, or some other stranger, not James or someone that I personally knew. 

I did take a shower, but as I spent the rest of the night deleting emails from other men who wanted to fuck me- I was now in no mood for sex- I wondered at what exactly was going on inside of myself. A man knows when he comes inside of a woman that he is taking a chance, but a woman never knows when a man comes inside of her whether he has hit the bulls eye or not.

Tomorrow I had to pick up my kids, and return to my boring Mormon life- I had to bury this event in my past.

Crossing my fingers, I drifted off to sleep, hoping for the best.

 

I was indeed pregnant- a week after this had happened, the home test verified that I was expecting.

My husband was beyond words- idly, he told me that he would be happy with another little girl, but I knew that he wanted a boy of his own. 

Pregnancies have never been particularly hard on me, no more than the usual morning sickness, peeing all the time, and eating weird stuff. I craved salty foods- this was supposedly a sign of having a boy, but I had also craved salty food with my first daughter.

I did my best to act as excited as my husband and younger children were- Mormons make everything a family affair, and even my youngest did her best to help mommy. I was excited, but I was also terrified.

I just hope he doesn’t look like James!

I was so afraid of this, that when it came time for me to have the standard prenatal check ups, I lied and told my husband I was going, when I was not. He was too busy with some government commissioned project that he was working on- he didn’t say much more, and I knew from my first marriage not to ask. Besides, I was healthy as a horse, so it wasn’t like anything  was out of the ordinary.

What was past, was past- it had happened, and except for the fact of my concern as to the origin of my baby, I accepted it as just another experience.

We still needed to talk about it- having sex with someone, especially someone that you are never supposed to have sex with, does alter the relationship. I really wished it never happened- well, I do admit the physical feeling was great, but all the other things that came with it scared me. We needed to get past it, and sometimes at night, I thought about breaking into his place and making him fuck me again!

Then the big day came- I was given some very strong painkillers, but I was still awake when I began going into labor.

“Push, push,” the doctor said, and then the announcement, “It’s a boy!”

Is he Black- is he White- is he normal?

Before I could look through my drug hazed eyes and see, the doctor said, “Hold on- looks like there is another baby in there!”


Book #3. Blacked By The Truckers!

 

 

I don’t hate where I live, or the life that I lead.

Eastern Kentucky is still one of the most beautiful places I have ever seen. Now, I haven’t really traveled much- there aren’t a lot of options for a girl who gets married before she finished high school- but where I have been, I haven’t been too impressed. Cincinnati is like here, people wise, except there are a lot more assholes, and when I went to Florida once- I wanted to see the ocean- I discovered that they are a bunch of rude older Yankees down there who think that they are all high and mighty. No Sir, I will take my little neck of the woods any day of the week.

Things don’t change much here- the place where I live was built back before the Depression, and except for the fact that a water line was put in twenty years ago, it might as well be right out of the twenties. I work in a gas station, for fifty cents above minimum wage- again, not a lot of money- but I can say that living here is really cheap. It ain’t never been too pricey, and ever since they shut the mine down, rents have gone down to three hundred a month. That ain’t bad for a four bedroom house with a bathroom and a big yard, and I ain’t rich, but I am still able to pay the rent by myself.

I have been married twice- the first time, I was sixteen and he was thirty six. That lasted until a mining accident took him from me. The second time, which is still legal in the eyes of the commonwealth, I married a man that was only ten years older than me. He, too, was a coal miner. No matter what them people out there on the coasts like to say about pollution, we need coal. Yes, the mines are struggling, but it is still the one thing that keeps most of us alive in Appalachia. 

My husband was given a chance to move up to a mine in Ohio, but instead, he decided to do something else. He wasn’t sick yet, but with a dad and a granddaddy who died from black lung, my second husband didn’t need a college education  to know that the same thing that had kept us alive would kill him eventually. When he started hacking up the dust, and chunks of his lungs with it, he knew that switching to another mine was not the right thing. So he went back to school, got his CDL, and he ended up in North Dakota, where they pay him what I pay in rent every day.

I wasn’t angry that he decided to work up there, and yes, he did ask me to move with him, but I don’t want to leave Kentucky. I don’t like snow, I sure don’t like people that think they are better than us, and I ain’t one to want to be away from these hills. You get used to what’s around you here, and these mountains may not be like pictures I seen of the Rockies, but they are alive with the lives that have been given to them over time. 

At first, I dealt with him being gone. He came home every other weekend, usually with a fat paycheck and a hard dick. He filled up the old frame house we were living in with everything he could buy, from a big screen to four wheelers for the kids. He bought me a brand new pickup truck, a model that cost more than what we had paid for our home, and he shared his wealth even with my family. My second husband is the one who finally got my granny to accept having electric in her place. No, he did a lot with his oil money.

Money only can do so much, and while I enjoyed all the new and fancy things that we suddenly had, I was not happy with only seeing him two days out of fourteen. My sex drive was really starting to kick in at thirty, and I needed more than just a telephone or a vibrator to hold at night. I don’t think he was fucking around on me up there- no, we spent the entire weekend fucking every chance we got when he got back each time- but I was barely able to deal with the fact that he wasn’t around to drill my pussy when I needed it. 

The first time I cheated- with my husband’s cousin, whose wife had just left him- it had just kind of happened. Tom was over my house, eating dinner and visiting, and once the kids went to bed, we got to drinking moonshine and talkin’ about relationships. They are cousins, but they were more like brothers, and I didn’t feel the same way I would have felt about letting another man hang around the house when my husband is gone. He helped me out with some of the things that I needed a man to do, such as cut the grass, and he never asked for nothing in return. When he was too drunk to drive the winding roads back to his trailer, I told him to stay over. 

Then, later that night, as I was trying not to pleasure myself knowing he was in the livingroom, I went to the kitchen to get another shot. Maybe a little more corn would put me under till daylight. I walked through the living room, and that man had the biggest tent I had ever seen before in his britches. Needless to say, I was the one who could not resist- he opened his eyes to find my dick in his mouth, and he did not stop us from doing what always gets done when a woman decides she has to blow a man’s candle out.

I could have left it as a one time mistake- after that, Tom made sure he wasn’t around at night, as if he felt as guilty as I did. When Brian came back, he had no clue, and we fucked like rabbits like we always did. Tom not only knew how to use that cock between his legs, he also knew how to keep his mouth from running- so no, I could have just let it go.

My husband don’t have much in the way of a dick- he is about four inches, and while that shouldn’t matter, it does. I had lost my virginity to my first husband, who was nearly twice as nig, and getting used to having half of what I wanted was difficult. I had done it, though, until I was reminded about the joys of feeling a big hard cock drilling it’s way inside of me. I’ll tell you what, if you are married to a man that is on the small side, you best not cheat on him once with the idea that you can just forget about it- if your lover is better hung, then you won’t simply be able to go back to having a smaller portion of man meat.

I tried to go after Tom again, even spiking his drink with an Oxy to make him hot and horny, but he was adamant. I had to respect the fact that he didn’t want to ruin his family ties, even if my body still needed some cock. So, I gave up on Tom, and then I discovered the internet on my phone.

Brian had just bought me a fancy new phone, one of these models that is basically a small computer, and I spent the first few weeks learning all about how I could waste all my free time on it. I didn’t have to worry about the television going out, or if I was stuck behind a train, I could watch a short video on YouTube even. I had known about the internet, it ain’t like I live under a rock somewhere, but I had no idea about apps until my sister was talking about it.

In these apps, as I was messing around one night, I found there was a dating app designed for married people who wanted affairs. It promised to be discreet, and set up for people who were serious about getting some strange but didn’t want to leave their spouse. To see who was on there, you had to spend about fifty dollars to join. I had the money, and while I wasn’t really sure about fucking some strange man, I could at least enjoy flirting and looking at pictures of hot men.

Well, one of the men whose profile caught my eye was located in the next county over. To make a long story short, we ended meeting, and he ended up fucking me like I had never been fucked before. This wasn’t middle of the night drunken sex with an in-law, this was preplanned, and damn, if that man could work my pussy like it ain’t been worked ever before. Our little hook up resulted in another, and a third, and then disaster struck.

Usually, when Brian returned, he came in on a late night plane. Getting from Minot to Lexington or Louisville required some wranglin’. One time, they sent him all the way west to Salt Lake City, then east to Atlanta, and finally up to Lexington because of storms. I should have known that he was coming in, as it was the second weekend of the month, but somehow, I was in a motel room by the interstate when he just happened to drive by it in a rented vehicle. Not too many trucks with plates from our county were as new as mine, and when he saw what was going on, he knocked on the door.

Brian didn’t get violent, and the other man didn’t either, but I had been discovered. I felt terrible- I had done him wrong- but my husband didn’t even want to argue with me. He simply got in the Volkswagen they had rented him, and he drove back to the airport.

He left it all up to me, to explain why he was no longer making trips home. My kids bought the story that he was working too much to even get time off for awhile, but eventually, questions were asked, and he simply told them to ask me. I finally had to explain on Christmas Eve that daddy was not coming to visit, because momma had done bad.

Well, that was three years ago, and since then, he has come back twice. He don’t talk to me on the phone, but he has sold everything that he had bought for us, except the truck that was in my name. We don’t live together anymore- he has been trying to sell the house, and I am fighting him on it, but since he knows the sheriff, it was best that I moved out with the kids. 

I had to still make money, and with no education, I took the job at this pump and dump. Ringing up cigarettes for drunks, dealing with lonely truckers, and cleaning showers is not as fun as mudding was, or watching a big screen. But there ain’t no going back, and I only have myself to blame.

So, I kept on keeping on what I had done. I met more men, and while I never went so far as to bring anyone home, I must have tried a half dozen or so of these illicit dates. Most of the men were not really what I wanted. One said he was fifty, and looked ninety- another claimed to have a ten inch dick, but I swear he must have his centimeters confused with inches. I did have some rules.

 I never went for anyone who was less than fifty miles away. This county was too small, and while people had an idea as to why we were not living together, they didn’t know for certain. Brian would have made himself look like less of a man if people knew I had cheated on him, and I was not willing to make myself look like a ho. I still have to deal with the same people every day, and I could not look people square in the eye if I know they were always talking about me when my back was turned.

My second rule was that I demanded to see a dick pic before I even agreed to meet someone. There ain’t no reason to waste time- if they ain’t got at least seven inches, then I ain’t going to be satisfied, and what the hell is the point of that?

To weed out fake dick pics, I demanded that when they took a picture of their johnson, that they put it next to something like a Coke can or a ruler. This way, they couldn’t simply manipulate me by being slick with their phone. Some guys said that they couldn’t do this, because they couldn’t hold the camera and take a good pic, but I didn’t fall for that. If they wanted some of my redheaded pussy, then they needed to be able to figure that out on their own.

When I got a pic from a Black man, a trucker who was from Nashville, at first, I was kind of surprised.

Now, I’m not really racist. Yes, I don’t know a lot of Black people- very few live around here, and the ones that did left with the mine mostly- but I did know of a cousin of mine that had been with one. She had been beaten to a pulp, abused so many times that her teeth fell out, so my impression wasn’t the best. At first, I hedged- yes, his cock was more than enough for me, but I was nervous about going Black.

See, even here, people for the most part ain’t like they used to be. While a lot of people still don’t like mixing, that doesn’t mean that they run around in white robes in the middle of the night. It is reluctantly accepted as something that is just part of life, that some people will go outside of their race. The older people still will say the usual racist things, but most of us under fifty at least don’t, unless it is simply joking around. 

Talking to George, though, I discovered that he was not the bad stereotype that Black man have. Yes, he was married- to a Black woman- and yes, he had a White girlfriend in New York State, but other than that, he was pretty normal. He owned his own truck, and he was on the road all of the time. His wife didn’t like sex, and she downright refused to suck his cock. So he went on the app to find women who were looking, just as he was, nothing more, nothing less.

I did talk to him for awhile before I eventually gave in. What made me give in, was when a potential date turned out to be nothing what I expected. The man was supposed to be into bigger women, but when he saw me get out of my truck, he turned around and ran off. I was hurt, even though he was just some random stranger.

I ain’t huge- at five four, I am a size twelve, the same size as Marilyn Monroe, and my weight is all in my ass and my naturally large 38DD breasts. I dress the right way for my size, and I don’t expect that all men will find me attractive. It is what it is, and there are different things that turn everyone on. What I do expect is that the men who see my picture, and say that they are interested, will not cut and run.

George was ten miles away at the time, and well, we ended up meeting. It turned out to be more than I would have expected. Yes, his cock really was as big as he claimed, but he had no problem in going against the stereotype that Black men won’t eat pussy. He made me cum even before he rammed his big Black cock in my White pussy, and he treated me like I was a person the whole time that we were together, not just some random bitch.

I have been fucking George now for three months, and I don’t regret it. Yes, if people knew they would be disgusted, but who cares- I know what I like, and what I like is a big Black cock inside of me. It is what it is. 

 

“Hey, Bobbi Jo,” George said on the other end of the line, his familiar deep voice brightening my day.

“Hi,” I said- I was busy stocking the cooler, on one of the rare nights when I had help on my third shift, “How are you?”

I had been seeing George about once a week, sometimes twice in the time that we had been hooking up. While I had not seen him enough times where either one of us were bored with each other yet, we did know each other well enough that even our strictly sexual relationship did have it’s own routine.

Whenever two people connect with each other in any way, even complete strangers, certain lines are set down, and the way things are done does have it’s own rules, spoken or otherwise.

The first rule that we had was that we only spoke at night, and that was only on the days of the week when George was in his truck and I was at work. George likes driving at night, and I was stuck permanently on the third shift at the station. While George had to worry about both a wife and a girlfriend catching him, I didn’t want my kids knowing my business, either. My younger two would not be able to put it all together automatically if some man was talkin’ to their momma on the phone, but my nineteen year old son ain’t no dummy when it comes to feelin’ people out.

The second rule we had- one that was not spoken out loud- was that neither one of us asked the other person about things outside of our own relationship. George had told me, stright up, that he had two other women, and I had told them about the ongoing mess with being married to a man who was doin’ all he can to fight off a divorce. If George said something, or I chose to say something about something that wasn’t sexual, that was our choice, but neither one of us pressed the other. 

“Alright,” George said, the sounds of the highway in the background as he spoke- he must have me on speaker in the cab of his Peterbilt, “I’m just clearing Nashville right now, on 65, goin your way.”

George, when he wanted to see me (which was more often than not), always called after he had taken the split in the road that either directs you to St. Louis or Lexington.

“I see,” I said, smilin’ to myself, “I guess I know what that means then.”

Our second rule had made me feel a lot more comfortable than I would have been in continuing to hook up with a Black man. See, George didn’t know where I lived- I had told him Lexington, which was as far away over our back country roads as it was from where he was at right now, even though the distance was shorter. George had to know that I didn’t live right in the capital of the commonwealth, but he hadn’t asked me where I was at, no more than I had asked him about stuff he didn’t feel like talkin about.

Sometimes a woman starts runnin around on her man because she wants someone to talk to, someone who will listen. Me, it had all been for sex reasons- how the hell could some stranger, who lived a different life than I did (especially someone who didn’t live in Appalachia), even get where I am coming from?’

I got my sisters, cousins, and momma to talk to about things- I got George for his big Black cock!

Besides, other than the fact that the rod between his legs filled my redheaded country puss up nicely, we really didn’t have things in common. I hate R & B music, let alone rap; I drive a pickup, not a Cadillac; and I doubt I think anything at all like George does outside of the bed. This doesn’t mean we can’t get down and dirty with each other, it just means that unrelated things ain’t going to be somethin’ we need to get in the way of the fuckin’. 

“Yep,” George said, “That is, if you are in the mood for some of this chocolate.”

I’m always in the mood for some of that dick, George.

“No,” I said, barely able to keep from gigglin’ as I lied, “No, I decided to go back to fuckin’ White boys..”

“Oh, my dick is too big for you?” George said, his tone showing that he was playing along with my sarcasm, “Well, maybe then I won’t stop in Lexington.”

I would have never downed my own people outside of this, but it turned George on, even if it wasn’t really the truth.

See, George was the biggest dick I had ever messed around with, but he wasn’t the only big dick. The reason I was now into George so much was partially because I did like the way our skin looked next to each other, but a lot of it was because of the attitude the last White guy had. Some White guys have a problem with a woman that has a little meat on their bones, and even the ones who are married to women twice my size and have bad teeth themselves want to mess around with some skinny minny eighteen year old. 

“Suit yourself,” I said, laughing.

Yes, I am ready for some more of you.

The last time, George had surprised me by tryin something new- as he was hitting my pussy from the back, my ass bent over the motel bed, he stuck a finger in my ass. 

Now, anal sex ain’t nothin I ever really wanted to try. The idea of something going up the back door, especially a cock like George had, was intimidating. George had asked me for it the second time we were fucking, and I had said no. He hadn’t tried to press it, but I knew that my virgin asshole was something that he wanted a piece of. 

When he stuck that well lubed finger of his up my Hershey’s Highway, I didn’t flip out. His cock was stretching the red lips of my pussy around it, so I was a little busy- as he stuck it in there, and he curled it around, I came that instant all over his dick.

George didn’t say anything more about it, but he knew that he had managed to at least break the backdoor barrier with me. Maybe he was going to try and do more tonight, but I was ready to let him go a little further. No, I wasn’t going to say I was ready for almost ten inches of curved Black cock in my ass, but I wasn’t going to stop him if he tried to poke my puckered asshole again with his finger at least.

“So how’s things where you are at,” George asked- in other words, what time will you be done?

“The usual,” I said, “Someone made a mess of the cabinet, so I have to clean it up. And then I got an order to put away, but you know how that is.”

“Not really,” George laughed, “Drivers don’t unload trucks. Why don’t you have one of your people do it?”

I had lied about my job a little. George didn’t know where I worked, or even exactly what kind of store it was, but I had let on that I was in retail management (which wasn’t true). I didn’t want him to think I was just some backwoods woman looking for a sugar daddy, which is something that a lot of poor women do. Yes, sometimes it is a Black guy that uses a White woman for a check, but a lot of White women who are into Black men go for the kind of men like George who are doing alright for themselves. That’s why some of these decent men like George are scared off- a thug won’t give a damn about who he fucks, but a decent Black man has more to worry about than some gang-banger from the ghetto if he sticks his cock in the wrong White pussy.

“I want it done right,” I said, laughing as I recognized that had two meanings, “You know that, though, already.”

“Yes, I do,” George said, laughing back, “How did you like it last time?”

“It was good,” I said, my pussy tingling and my asshole puckering at the memory, “Real good.”

“Hey, can you talk freely right now?” George asked me.

We usually didn’t talk outright sex on the phone. If someone had tapped into his cell-phone, and a wife can do that very easily if she has half a mind to do so, then I didn’t want there to be some recording somewhere that would get him in trouble. So we mostly stuck to jokes and such when we were gabbing. Besides, if he busted a nut from my words, then that was less cum that would be in me in a few hours.

“Yes, I guess,” I said, “How freely do you want to talk?”

“Well, I want to ask you something straight up,” George said.

I felt a shiver run through me, and it wasn’t the cooler blower that was running behind me.

So far, we had just been fucking, but when he said that, I was worried that maybe we had been fucking too long. I didn’t want to stop fucking him, but the last thing I wanted was for George to start catching feelings over me.

I couldn’t expect him to leave his wife for me, and even if he did do something so drastic , there was no way I could accept him doing that. Not only was I still married, George deciding to want me for more than sex was just not going to work. 

First, my husband would find out, and then everyone would know me as a dirty White bitch who was fucking some Black man (and not in those words) while her husband was off bustin’ his ass up North. Admitting to being cheated on was bad for a man here, but somehow, if your woman fucked Black guys, then the good ole boys wouldn’t see Brian as less than a man. I would be a dirty Black cock loving harlot, not just a woman who wasn’t sassified properly.

Second, the judge would grant a divorce, and he would probably take everything and give it to my husband. The judges around here had to play a role in public, but they were still the type that considered the changes of the last five decades to be mostly wrong. They would punish me for choosing a Black man to cheat with, not for cheating itself. 

Third, even my kids would lose any respect for me. Yes, my oldest looked down on me ever since he found out that I was running around on his old man, but he didn’t know the full details. If he did, he would straight up hate me, and he too would suffer- all his boys would know him as the son of a Black cock loving ho!

And last, I didn’t want to get in any relationship right now- and I didn’t want to do more than fuck a Black man. Maybe it was wrong, that I still wouldn’t date or marry a Black man considering that I liked to fuck one, but it is what it is. Adding on to all the above reasons, I just couldn’t see myself tied down with a man who ain’t White. Being compatible when it comes ton sex is not the same as being right for each other when it comes to love. If I’d known that, then I wouldn’t have married my first husband.

“Okay, don’t worry, it ain’t anything about relationship things,” George said- he must have sensed what I was thinking, “Like I told you, I can’t leave my wife. Or my girlfriend, so the last thing I need is another actual relationship.”

I’m glad you said that George- I really was worried.

“Then what is it?” I asked- now that my fear was gone, I really did want to know.

“Alright, so, what’s the craziest thing you have ever done when it comes to sex?” George asked.

“Other than fucking you?” I laughed, “Maybe it is having sex in the high school parking lot with my first husband. That was a long time ago, of course, and pretty foolish, but it was a thrill.”

I did still remember that night I fucked my much older fiancee behind the school, while a basketball game was going on and people were walking all around his van. The van had been shaking, and when he stepped out to smoke a cigarette, a couple of old men had clapped their hands in appreciation. I had been too shy to step out of the vehicle, even if everyone had know it was me in there getting down and dirty!

Really down and dirty- he was a pig, and I had dirt stains all over that white dress I never got out!

“You ever done a threesome?” George asked.

“No,” I said.

A couple of people on the app had approached me, not to just fuck me, but to have sex with them- and their wife or their girlfriend.

I have nothing against lesbians- my sister is, the one who lives up in Wheeling now and works as an electrician- but I ain’t never wanted to find out what pussy tastes like. I am strictly about the dick, thank you, women just ain’t going to do it for me. 

“Oh,” George said, “Ever thought about it?”

Was he already growing bored with me- that he wanted to bring another woman in?

“No,” I said, “Look, I know that all men want to fuck two women, and I am sure that you have before, but I just ain’t up for that. Maybe I only get to borrow your cock, but when I am borrowing it, I want it for myself.”

“I know you don’t like women,” George said, “Yeah, I’ve done that before, but that isn’t what I am talking about. How about two men- have you ever thought what it would be like to fuck two men at the same time?”

Women do of course fuck two men at the same time, but I had never really thought about it. Yes, having a cock in my mouth as I took one in my pussy did get me excited just thinking about it, just as men get hard thinking about two women to themselves, but I had never seriously thought about it. 

I had never thought about fucking a Black man either, but here I am.

“Sure,” I said, knowing he couldn’t be serious- what kind of man would want to share a pussy?.

“Yes, or no?” George asked me, pressing for answer.

“Yeah, I’ve thought about it, but not seriously,” I laughed, “So I should be over about seven or so, if you want to meet at the same place as I always.”

I did have to get back to work- the last call drunks were coming into the store full force, and I was needed in front of a register.

“Yes,” George said, and I thought I heard coughing, “I’ll see you then.”

 

The worst part about a night shift is when you want to be doing night time activities, and instead you are stuck working while the rest of the world is out partying, sleeping or fucking. Drunks came in and made a mess of the bathroom, and as anybody that has had to clean public bathrooms can tell you, women are worse than men in someone else’s shitter. Tonight was my turn to do the cleaning- at least Arlene was kind enough to alternate these duties with me- and when I finally had things the way the morning manager wants them, it was time to start making the coffee.

By the time that he walked in, I was tired, I was sweaty and hot, but I was also ready to make my way over to Lexington. Tonight was just another night that was repeated all over the country, for thousands of people that were stuck in my shoes working thirds, but at least I had something that was waiting on me. I would forget about my job, or the other problems, as soon as I had George’s big Black cock in my mouth.

I took a shower, biting my lip not to scream when the cold mountain water hit my naked body. The water heater was acting up again, and I would have to get on the landlords ass the next time I saw him- I paid my rent with my very hard earned money, and I always pay it on time.

After a quick and less than sassifying shower, I quickly got out of the tub and stepped onto the old blue-and-white floor tiles. I was careful not to cut myself on one of the many missing squares near the bottom of the commode. Maybe I could make Mr. Moultrie fix or replace the heater, but as long as we lived here, we were stuck with tiles that were put in when the president was from Georgia.

Well, I’ll take a shower at the motel, then.

When you first hook up with a man, even with a man that you had met for the reason of fucking him, the man still acts unsure of whether or not he is going to get any pussy until his dick is actually inside of you. After a couple of times, George was more patient. He wouldn’t mind if I warmed up in the hotel first, before we got to fucking. If he did mind, he would just climb in with me, and hit me from the back as the hot water ran over me.

There, that is a much better thing to think about.

I looked in the cracked mirror over the old ceramic sink, and I did my best to fix myself up.

My long, naturally strawberry blonde hair was a tangled mess. My hair is one of things that George likes best about me, other than my large pale ass and my big breasts. So I brushed it out as best I could, at least enough so that it wouldn’t be looking like I’d rolled down a hill when I showed up there.

Now- what to wear?

Normally, I just threw on whatever was clean. I ain’t never been one for gettin all gussied up. The only time I had willingly wore a dress was for my wedding- the first one- and for funerals. I am a Kentucky girl, and jeans and a t-shirt work just fine for me. Besides, what looks better on a big ass than a tight pair of jeans, right?

Or better than a white t-shirt over two natural 38DD breasts?

See, I am fortunate in that respect.

Yes, I do have a stomach that is not perfect, as I am a bigger built woman, and Hank had to be cut out of me (he was a full ten pounds when he was born, long before my pussy had been properly opened up by a Black cock). I have the scar there, and always will. That said, most of the weight I carry is up front or in back, and I don’t have what I call “fat girl titties”. My breasts are round and still firm at forty, capped with light pink nipples, not just large almost shapeless masses that other big women sometimes seem to have. Not all- my  momma has a rack like mine- but like many do. I would have been busty, even if I was a size four, though the rest of me would look like shit.

Man, that White boy didn’t know what he was turning down when he walked away from me. 

Looking down wards, my pussy was still trimmed just perfect.

I used to get waxed down there, going into Lexington once a month for a touch up, but just like everything else, that had went with the money. I tried shaving myself, only to always end up nicking myself in the worst possible places. After a razor infection, I had finally settled on only trimming my fire bush. I didn’t want no seventies hair between my legs, but a properly maintained strip of hair is perfectly acceptable.

It seems men almost demand for a woman to be bald between the legs now. Well, why is that we are expected to have no more than the hair on our head- and a man doesn’t ever take a pair of hedge trimmers to the forest underneath his own stomach?

Well, George does trim at least- and he actually likes me to have a little hair.

That might be because I am a natural redhead- either way, it makes him happy, and it works for me.

You know what, you should go over there, extra slutty this time!

If I am going to be bad, then I may as well do it up, right?

If you do something wrong, better do it the right way, girl!

The last time I had went to this motel, the usual dot-head Indian desk clerk had been replaced by some older White guy at the front desk. The older man had smiled when I asked for a room, his gaze settling in the valley between my breasts as he charged me a “special rate” and handed me a key card. Hey, if a man wants to cut me a discount because he likes my tits, I may as well take it, right?

He watched me turn around and leave the office, his eyes on me like shit on a hog, and then he saw who was meeting me. George didn’t know the room number we had this time, so he had parked his rig and had walked up to the front desk looking for me. I noticed him scowling, so I went out my way to wrap my small hands around the frame of my favorite Black cock. Swastika man was not happy, but that wasn’t my problem. People from India may be rude, but at least they were rude equally to everyone.

I think that was on a Friday night/ morning too, wasn’t it?

You know what I should do to really tick him off- I should wear my lingerie in, and nothing else!

I only had one piece of lingerie really- a purple and  black teddy that squeezed my breasts and let my ass hang freely. I had bought this to show off to Brian, who had been too tired to do anything but sleep that night, and it had set in the back of my closet since then. 

You know, I bet George will appreciate it.

I like keeping things around, because you never know when you are going to need them. This outfit hadn’t been cheap, even if it had been bought with Brian’s money.

What a good way to get Brian back- you didn’t appreciate it, asshole, so I will wear it when I am sucking some Black dick!

As I put the garment on, I smiled even cruelly- not only will I get Brian back, I will really piss off the racist ass desk clerk, too. Since the Nazi  had acted like an ass last time, George told me that he would be renting the room from now on before I even got there. Maybe he won’t get the big tit discount, but at least he won’t be turned away. The Nazi could tell me that he didn’t have any rooms, but if he said that to George, then George could rightfully call discrimination on his ass. 

If you get out of the car in this, you won’t just be getting Brian back- you will be getting Whitey back.

All the White men who had screwed me over, from the boys who called me names in high school such as Ms. Piggy, to the man who turned me down for sex (damn, why that rejection sticks to me so much, I don’t know).

Maybe George wasn’t fucking me to get back at the White man, but maybe part of the reason I kept fucking George was to get back at White men?

Well, whatever-  I was wearing this. I put on a pair of black panties, and matching stockings to complete the outfit. Since I did have to walk outside, I decided to wear my black high heels, which added two inches to my five foot four inch height. It may not seem like much, but that little extra bonus made me feel this much more powerful- my tits would be sticking out even more, as would my ass.

Smiling in the mirror, I smacked my own ass playfully- yes, if anyone looked, they would see the perfect big ass. Round, but not saggy, firm, but still soft- I am a PAWG, as George says, and any brothers who were hanging around this time of the morning might just get a look at my ivory globes!

Lastly, I did grab my old house coat to throw over my shoulders. It was grey and dawdy looking, but I did have to drive through the back country to get where I was going- and I didn’t want some random sheriff to stop me on some excuse because of how I was dressed. I am not a prostitute, after all.

No, I’m just another disrespected former housewife who wants some hard Black dick!

 

The motel where we have our hook ups is one of a million of it’s kind. An old two level motor hotel that had changed chains and been renamed several times, the succession of owners over the decades had not bothered to repair the hole filled parking lot. They had limited success in running out the many homeless people who hung around the neighborhood, most of whom would ask for a dollar or two to get a drink- or the prostitutes, who earned their money by doing the things that I was about to do for free.

As as I got out of my truck, my eyes adjusting to the brightness of the early morning sunshine, I was immediately spotted by a bum that I recognized. He was an older man, at least fifty but he could have been anywhere in age between forty and eighty, a Black man in an old Army jacket with a cane and a hat that advertised Massey Ferguson tractors. 

“Damn, you look good, girl,” the old bum said, his smile breaking into a one toothed grin as his eyes looked me over, “Damn, look at those titties!”

Normally, I ignored comments like these- what harm was there in someone looking, especially someone who would probably never get closer to pussy then seeing it from a few feet away?

Today, though, I was on one- I had driven through the back roads and lanes at nearly twenty miles over the speed limit, just daring some racist redneck asshole to pull me over. None had though.

“Thanks,” I said, and I took off my house coat, “Now what do you think, old timer?”

“Damn, you got some ass,” the bum said, the whites of his eyes wide, “I wish I could afford some of that!”

I bet you do, but it this ass is reserved!

I smiled, tossing him a five as I walked by- maybe he could find himself a little happiness as soon as they started selling beer in half an hour. I was running early, it was not seven yet, but I saw that George’s familiar red-and-white Pete with it’s white and blue trailer was parked over by the back fence.

Looking around, I saw the night clerk was packing up his stuff for the day. He glanced out the window, just in time to see me walking by, nothing but pure hatred in his eyes. I blew him a kiss, as I made my way to the room on the end of the first level.

George always liked to rent rooms closest to his truck. Get your stuff jacked once, and you learn, as he said. He had been burgled not in a big city, but in some suburb outside of Buffalo, a place with manicured lawns and cops that worried more about Black people than about the punk rich kids who really did the grimy shit.

I knocked on the red door of the room, the gold number hanging by only one nail, and I heard what sounded like a television going.

“Hold on,” George’s voice said from the other side- he was not expecting me to be early, “I’ll be right there, boss.”

When the door opened a crack, my lover saw it was me, and he let me in. His eyes took in my garments- he did like what he saw- but he also seemed a little off, as if he had been caught in the middle of something else.

The run down old room was empty from what I saw, except for two beds, a cheap knock off flat screen television, and a leather travel bag, plus George of course.

So why does it seem like he is in the middle of something- or doing someone else?

I didn’t have a right to get angry, of course- I was the “someone else”, the one who was sleeping with a man that had not one but two other women. But I still didn’t feel as welcome as I normally do- while George kept looking at me, he didn’t jump right on me like I expected him to do.

Like that old man would have done.

“Everything alright?” I asked, “You didn’t have another visitor, did you?”

“No,” George said, almost too quickly, “Why would you say that?”

“I don’t know, something just seems strange,” I said, sitting down on the old wooden motel chair nearest to the door, “I was expecting a little more of a reaction when I walked in.”

“Sorry,” George said, sounding like he meant it, “I just had a rough phone call, that’s all.”

I wasn’t going to make him tell me, but he seemed like he wanted to talk about it.

Well, this isn’t the immediate relief that I was expecting, but I guess I can listen- whatever is going on, he really does seem off center.

“If you want to talk about, I’ll listen,” I said, though I spread my legs a little- so he could see how my black panties rode up against the cleft of my labia.

“Oh, it’s really not that big of a deal,” George said, though he still made no move towards me- he really was distracted.

Please, don’t let this be an argument- if I wanted to argue with a man, I’d call up Brian, or I would just stay home and wait for Hank to wake up!

“Look, George, you know I don’t ask you what’s going on,” I said, “I mean, we kind of keep this as a sex thing, right?”

“Yes,” George said, closing the door carefully as he spoke, “We do, so maybe-”

“Maybe what?” I said, “You don’t want to say what’s on your mind- did you have another woman here earlier?”

Maybe George had made up the whole thing about asking me what I thought about having two guys, since he really wanted to set me up for a threesome with another woman.

This was possible, of course, and a bit of strategic planning and mental gymnastics on his part if that is what he was up to. See, even though I had made it clear that I wasn’t into sharing him with another woman- at least not in the bed, even if  I shared him in life- if I said I wanted two men, than I was saying that I would be open to a threesome. After all, if I wanted two men, but I wasn’t willing to be in bed with him and another woman, that made me a greedy hypocrite.

I really hope this isn’t the start of games.

If it was, I would end this. I could very easily find another big Black dick if I wanted, and now that I had crossed that line, I didn’t have to step back across it to go chasing after unreliable and usually small dicked White men anymore. It didn’t matter how great George was in bed. I didn’t want games, especially with a casual lover.

“No, Bobbi,” George said, “It isn’t another woman. Trust me, I have my hands full with the three of you- the last thing I need is a fourth. Even I have my limits!”

I knew George was being honest by the way he responded. If it wasn’t another woman, or a threesome, on his mind, then what was it?
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